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PREFACE. 



AaBicuLTUBE Has long been one of the fairest features 
of old England's island life. The open pastures of her 
&rms stretch boldly to her ocean waves, while scattered 
oyer hiU and valley stand the farm homesteads, each in 
the midst of its weU-cultivated acres, brightening all the 
fertile land with thoughts of plenty and of peace. The 
following Tale draws back the curtain from the inner life 
of one such English farm, that its light may shine to the 
glory of Grod, and the blessing of those willing to learn 
by bright example. He whose inner and outward life it 
is the chief object of this Tale to portray, said to the 
writer, unexpectedly to all, at a time when self was lost 
in Christ, and earth almost in heaven, '^ If you think that 
any words of mine can be of any help in strengthening 
others, use them as if they were your own." This per- 
mission being confirmed by his family, the facts of his 
hallowed life are given. It was a life that in a pecuHar 
way furnishes a personal test, because its advantages 
were few compared to those enjoyed by numbers who, 
content to walk by a lower standard, yet think to reach 
an end as safe, if not as happy. The reader may be re* 
minded that if his individual experience does not fumisb 
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like examples of the power of yital Christiaiiitjy it is 
liaxdlj a reason for doubting the existence of such deline* 
ations. The divine grace is not weakened bj which the 
saints of the Old and New Testaments walked with God. 
Of those who doubt the like efficacy of divine grace now, 
we may ask "Where is the Lord God of Elijah ?" "Wo 
speak that we do know, and testify that we have seen, to 
the praise of the glory of His grace, who hath made us 
accepted in Christ Jesus." 

St. ICzldbed's^ Bbiad Sxanr, 
ZVoMmfter, 1860. 
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CHAPTER I. 

a r\OMEf and close the shutters, girl, and light the 

\J candle, do I There's more time lost than gained 
already; 'tis a true saying, 'One loiterer makes many 
idle men.' " 

A stout young woman, of some eight and twenty years 
of age, came in answer to the call ; but before darkening 
the long wide lattice-window, she opened the farm-kitchen 
door, and looked into the darkness. 

*^ There now, Christina, girl, shut up," said the vener- 
able woman who had spoken before. "If them away 
don't look homeward, the looks are but lost ye send after 
th«m." 

Christiana came in, shut the door, and put up the shut- 
ter. It was plain that she stood in that venerable woman's 
confidence, and, rosy milkmaid as she was, she looked a 
woman who might be trusted. She lighted a candle, and 
set it on the little round table, covered with green baize, 
which stood by the old woman's chair, who, laying down 
the long stocking she had been knitting in the twili^ht^ 
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drew a needleful of white cotton from the ready-cut skein 
that hung round her neck, and reaching up a garment 
from the basket beside her, began to fell down a seam. 

" Where's your mistress, Christina ? " 

" She did but now step out at the back door to listen," 
Christiana replied. 

" Poor soul I " said the old woman to herself mournfully, 
" one wandering heart makes another. There's never a 
fault upon earth but it casts its dark shadow somewhere." 

Christiana's mistress came in, and, taking her work, 
sat down by her mother-in-law's table. She was an active 
woman of forty, but her countenance more painfully 
marked by care than was the beautiful face of the old 
woman of fourscore who sat beside her. 

"Where are the lads, daughter? " 

"I am sure I don't know, mother. I told them I 
would not have them out this evening." 

" Then send Sam to find them ; it will go ill with them 
one day if they be let to break from the word of their 
mother." 

That mother was silent. , 

"Christina," said the grandmother, "tell Sam to look 
after the lads, and bid them come in to their mother." 

The eldest son was at home, and came in, but the two 
yoimger had strayed off, and were not very easily found. 

" I can't think why your father's not home, Ben I " 

"Oh, father's never early now," replied the son. 
"When he once gets from home, one friend and another 
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over-persuades him to step in for the evening, with them; 
but he *11 be back here by night-time, for certain." 

" I wish they were friends " said the mother, in a tone 
of sad bitterness; "I can tell him I don*t reckon them 
that." 

"Well, mother, 'tisn't easy for fether to tell: he thinks 
well of all the world ,- he looks only at what lies outside, 
and that's often pleasant enough." 

" Ah I " sighed Esther Northwood, the grandmother, 
" 'tis hard to find a true block in these days ; 'tis all plas- 
tering they're come to; smooth enough when they've 
spread it, but of no use, except to make a &ir face out- 
side." 

" You and I know a true stone, grandmother," said 
Benjamin, '^if ever there was one! And 'tis a wonder 
that some who pretend to think highly of it don't try to 
conform themselves to it." 

This allusion to some person unnamed, shut up the 
conversation. The evening drew on ; Sam Grist brought 
home the truant boys, the grandmother folded up her 
work, Christiana and Sam Grist came in to the family 
kitchen, Benjamin, the eldest son, lifted the large old 
Bible from his grandmother's round table to that under 
the window, and read the evening prayers in his father's 
place. The serene face of the old woman brightened as 
she listened : the chapter was Peter's deliverance by the 
hand of the angel out of prison ; but her daughter* in-law'a 
sad heart was absent, the angel Hght shone not on her, 
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for the words passed hj her unobsenred. The husband 
was home before the clock had struck ten, but all the 
household then "vi'ere sleeping, except the heavy-hearted 
wife, Sam Grist, who waited to take his master's horse, 
and Christiana, who never slept when her mistress was 
moving. 

Time passed on at the farm with few changes, and 
those not important, until one autumn day brought a visit 
from the farmer's eldest brother ; he was a widower, and 
had no child ; he rented a farm thirty miles distant, and 
came over occasionally ; on this atitunm visit he expressed 
a wish that his eldest nephew should come and make a 
home with him, and stand second on his farm. He hoped 
he might then secure the rental of it for him after his 
own death ; he felt the work heavy, and his situation 
lonely, since the death of his wife. The offer was a good 
one and kindly made, it could not be refused ,* but though 
a good offer, it did not make glad. The father was sorry 
to part with a son who was his chief stay in the business 
of his farm; yet ashamed to say so, because he knew 
that he was in full vigor himself and his younger sons 
growing up into serviceable age ; so he thanked his broth- 
er, and consented. The unde returned to his &rm, and 
Benjamin was to follow in a fortnight. The father felt 
dull ; he saw the troubled look on the face of his wife ,* he 
knew in his heart that the son was better to her than the 
husband ; felt vexed that it should be so ; yet he did not 
care to make the effort of cheering her, but took hit 
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horse, and with a coward spirit rode away from the trial, 
which had he then turned to meet, he might have won 
back, as a conqueror, his true place in his home. The 
two boys got away as soon as the farm-tea was oyer ; 
they were vexed that Ben was going, as it was likely they 
should have less fun and more work; and no one to stand 
for them when they got into scrapes. Benjamin stayed 
within ; and his grandmother worked on with that calm 
steadfast aspect which seemed the only stay left on earth. 
He did not look at his mother, for he knew she was fret* 
ting ; he never could bear to see his mother fret, from a 
boy ; he had done all he could to comfort and cheer her ; 
this was the first time that he had been the cause of her 
tears, and the fia<;t that they were falling for him, made 
him feel at a loss. 

"You see, mother, the distance is not so wonderful 
long, after all, but what I ean oflen be home.'' 

It was the tender voice of her son, and the poor mother 
sobbed. The ruddy fsuce of the youth turned white ; he 
went out unnerved; hid away beneath the barn-eaves, he 
wept the tears of a noble manhood that owned a father's 
authority^ while it broke down at the sob of its mother. 

" Master Ben, I say Master Ben," said a voice from be* 
hind him, '' don't take on so heavy I 'tis the best chance 
could have fallen for you to get a stand in your tmcle's 
fitrm housen : he's a man who looks afore him, and holds 
right on his way ; hell soon see he's got the right sort in 
you, and what's more he'll set store by it too." 

1* 
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" Oh Sam, iny poor mother I 'twas her fretting brdke 
me down ; if I were to hear it again, I should be off in 
an hour, and not so much as saj good-bye to a swallow/' 

" Why you see it fell on her so quick ; she, quite un- 
forethinking; and then master turning out because he 
couldn't stand it. It all goes against her like : but you 
take a bit of a turn, and not get in, I should say, much 
afore prayers, and by that, I'm right certain therell be 
them words of comfort put to her that shell not stand 
against, for my old mistress can speak them all the same 
as an angel 1" 

So spoke the faithful servant Sam Grist to the young 
master he loved like a child. Sam Grist had first come 
to the fetrm as yard boy and dairy boy to the mistress, 
Esther Northwood, before she gave up the house-work to 
her daughter-in-law. He had his difficulties now in his 
place, but Sam never thought a rough word from his 
master, or an act of hard usage, any reason for uprooting 
himself from the house of his service j he lived on, like 
the tree of the homestead that bends under the blast, and 
then rises again, only more firmly rooted than before. 
And he had his reward. 

Benjamin Northwood took Sam Grist's advice, and 
soon left the farm fields behind him, and stood in the 
glow of the September sunset on the open common, 
where the shepherd of the next ferm was watching his 
flock as they grazed the short herbage, before he led 
them home to their fold for the night He was an old 
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man, bent with labor : but though his eyes were seldom 
lifted higher than his sheep, his inward sight was ever 
looking up into heaven, and seeing, like Stephen, the 
glory of the Lord. The shepherd's dog saw the young 
farmer, and bounded to meet him. Benjamin Northwood 
patted the dog, who leaped up to caress him ; that dog 
was a favorite with one who to Benjamin Northwood 
was even more than his mother. The old shepherd 
looked round; he had guessed who the friend was, a 
friend always welcome to him. The young farmer joined 
him, and for awhile both stood silent. 

" Well, shepherd, my fate's settled ; I'm off in a fort- 
night to bide with my uncle." 

" Oh, be you, sir ? the poor dog will be sorry ; if no one 
don't miss you, he will ! But 'tis a good chance, I suppose ?" 

"Well, so far as business goes, it is forward^ but I. 
reckon it hcLckward more ways than one ! " 

"No no, master, not soj we must go the way the 
Almighty's providence leads, and trust Him with the 
fears and the hopes left behind we." 

"Is your mistress at home, shepherd ? " 

"Yes, sir, I don't know but she be." 

"And Miss Margery? " 

"Yes, sir, I did see her a-gathering her white lily 
leaves as I passed by, not an hour agone." 

" I shall caU in and tell your mistress how 'tis setUed, 
I think ; good-night." 

^ Qood-nightj sir, God bless ye I " 
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The wold farmhouse stood sheltered in the undulations 
of the ground, shaded by the only trees that grew there- 
abouts; its garden lay bright in the simset, but Margery was 
not gathering her lily leaves. Benjamin Northwood found 
the £Emner in his firont kitchen. Margery, too, was there, 
steeping her white lily leaves in brandy, and corking 
them up in small bottles, to heal any wound of knife, or 
hatchet, or sickle. After some talk of the crops and the 
weather, Benjamin said he was going to live away with 
his uncle. The farmer replied he hoped it might prove 
for the better : no one else said a word. 

Benjamin waited awhile, then rose, and shaking hands 
with the farmer, said, " I wish you good-night, Mr. Penforth. 
Good-evening, Miss Margery." Margery replied, " Good- 
evening, Mr. Northwood ;" but did not offer her hand, 
though he had called to say he was going ; it was not 
her custom to do so with any one — ^yet Benjamin felt 
hurt. ^'It is true enough," he said to himself '*I have 
never seen the world yet : there may be many a one fully 
equal to Margery, and not standing so high that no one 
can approach to say a word, but what it is her mind they 
should say. Where you can't see a chance to be heard, 
I say 'tis best to forget." 

When her son had lefl the farm-kitchen, his mother 
wept bitterly on for a time ; then her mother-in-law said, 
^* Ah, daughter, we can never so much as lay the dust 
under our feet with our tears ; how then shall they soften 
the sharp stpQes tl^at ve tread on ? better look up to Qim 
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wlio trod the rough way for us, and He will brave up our 
hearts to follow on after Him." 

'^ Oh, but it looks all so terrible dark I " 

" Yes, my poor child, but don*t ye know all our com- 
forts on earth are but glimmering candles at best; and 
there comes a cold mist, and they all bum so dim that we 
see only the darkness around : 'tis best that we get the 
Lord's candle to shine on our way, of the which David 
says, * He shall lighten my darkness ' — 'tis the nature' of 
His Jieavenly light that it shines out the brighter for all 
the dark that gathers round it below — ^look up, child, sure 
enough it is shining for thee I " 

That night, when the mother knelt by her bed, she 
said, in her prayer, '* Lighten my darkness, I beseech 
Thee, Lord, for the love of thine only Son, our Sav- 
iour Jesus Christ." 

When the fortnight was ended, Benjamin Northwood 
drove away with his father to his new home. When he 
shook hands with Christiana, he said, " Be good to my 
mother 1 " no fear but she would, for she had been her 
mistress's shadow from a girl, — always after her, let her 
be where she would. Her parents had given her the 
name of the pilgrim saint, in the hope that she would be 
like her : they had brought her up accordingly, and now 
her faithful spirit requited all the care that her parents 
and mistress had bestowed upon her ; and the house of 
her service had become the home of her heart. Still the 
jroimg fiarmer said, " Be good to my mother ! " 



CHAPTER n. 

THE Forest Faxm, so called because it was held under 
the Commissioners of Woods and Forests, had long 
been rented by the Northwoods. The eldest brother, now 
its ten«int, was a skilful farmer ; and Benjamin founTi his 
uncle's land imder high cultivation. It was pleasant to 
the young man to stand second in authority over so good 
a farm. Mr. Northwood had always had his eye upon 
Benjamin, whose conduct had pleased him well, and he 
now adopted him as a son. It was not difficult to Benja- 
min to become as a son to his uncle ; he had long made 
his mother his first care; he had kept at home to cheer 
her, when he might have found companions glad to wel- 
come him elsewhere j he had thought of a hundred things 
to please her, and been always at hand for any little serv- 
ice she wanted: it had passed into a saying, '^ Ben can 
always find time for his mother I " thus it came naturally 
to him to render the same filial care to his uncle, whose 
age and infirmities made him feel all the value of such . 
thoughtful attentions. The old man soon leaned on him 
in every thing, and Benjamin found himself the chief 
stay in the home of his uncle, as he had been before in 
that of his mother. 

(14) 
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"I should think I might ride the roan horse across 
home for a day, uncle, before the days come in shorter ? " 

"Why, boy, you haye been from it no time yet— only 
three weeks to-day ! " 

" No, sir ; but I thought if I took them first by sur- 
prise, it would be apt to make the distance seem less to 
my mother." 

" Yes, yes, boy, by all means ; it will cheer up your 
mother, — and stay a night, if you think she will like it 
bettor." 

The aged grandmother's words had not ^en to the 
groimd, when the mother's heart was broken at a separate 
home being fixed for her son. " Sure enough it is shining 
for thee I " still rested on her thoughts ; and, day and night, 
and many times in the day, she still prayed, " Lighten my 
darkness, Lord, I beseech Thee, for the love of thine 
only Son." She knew something of the love of a son, 
and she oflen thought to herself that it was as comfortable 
a prayer as any she ever heard ; it met the want of her 
heavy, darkened heart ,* and, though light had not broken 
in on it yet, it strengthened her up to bear on through the 
darkness, for the moment the troubled spirit really prays, 
that moment it ceases to sink. 

From the time that she took to saying this short prayer, 
her grief never broke her down; her tears oflen fell, but 
they were more quiet and less bitter; and, when she 
parted from her son, she took leave of him as that mother 
should who knows there is a God over all, and believes 
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that He will hear the prayer that is offered through His 
only Son. 

Not many days after Benjamin had left, his mother 
was riding home from market, for in those days the £u> 
mers' wives rode their stout nags to market, carrying 
their butter, eggs, and poultry. She was crossing the 
wolds on her way home. Farmer Penforth's old shep- 
herd was there, tending his flocks; he saw Mistress 
Northwood in the distance, and did what he had never 
done before, turned from his flock to meet her. 

All the country round knew what a son Benjamin 
Northwood had been to his mother : people spoke of her 
trouble in the loss of him one to another, but the old 
shepherd spoke of it to his God ; and he now stepped 
aside to meet her in his sympathy. 

''Pray, mistress, did ye hear any tidings of the young 
master, to-day, in the town ? " 

''Yes, Benezer," (the old shepherd had been christened 
Ebenezer, for his mother said the signification of his name 
should be jpraise, but four syllables makes a long name, 
so the village people left out the E, and called him Ben- 
ezer,) "Yes, Benezer; I got a letter at the post; the 
poor boy writes more words about me than himselfl" 

" 'Tis a main opening for him, mistress ; all can see 
that who know how he's minded the commandment that 
God has blessed with a promise." 

" Yes, Benezer, I hold no fears for him, but it's left his 
mother's heart wholly dark." 
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"Ah, mistress, tte dark, or the light, turns on which 
way we look! 'Twas but now I was minding them 
words, * Thej looked unto Him and were lightened, and 
their faces were not ashamed ; ' for you see, yesterday 
my master thought I'd done wrong in regard of the sheep, 
and I could not show him to the contrary of that, and 
things had fallen out wrong at home, and I felt wholly 
cast down ; but I lifted up a prayer to Him that's always 
a caring for me, and He lightened down a smile, and the 
dark couldn't stand that ! Oh ! 'tis wonderful when we • 
get our light clear down from Him that's above all the 
darkness ; we've enough and to spare so to speak, and 
we don't want to go begging at any poor creature's door 
for the comfort they ben't minded to give us. "We can 
wait their ill-convenience with patience, and take a pleas- 
ure in showing them the best of good will, till it please 
the Lord perhaps they come round again more right than 
before. Poor Job's heart was after that way ; he knew 
where the light lay when he said, 'Where is Gh>d my 
maker, that giveth songs in the night ? * He knew right 
well that there was One who could give a song in the 
darkness, and he had it too when he prayed for his friends 
who had interfered so with him in his trouble I And see 
how it turned out with him in the end I And sure there 
will come a cheerly morning for we, if we look above the 
darkness to Him who is Lord of the light." 

Mrs. Northwood thought upon the good words she had 
heard. Sometimes she prayed for light, sometimes for 



18 skgland's tsokbk: fboic lifs. 

*' a song in tlie night ; '' lier prajers were yery short, but 
thej were the earnest desires of her heart A change 
came oyer her spirit, she felt humbled instead of angry 
at trouble, and ready to listen and be taught like a little 
child. And a hope began to spring in her heart of a 
comfort beyond any thing earthly, a hope of heayenly 
comfort, of sin for^yen and peace with Qod, for the loyo 
of His only Son. 

One day all had gone wrong at the farm, and the poor 
mother's heart failed. Still she said in her tears, ' Lord, 
lighten my darkness, I beseech Thee, for the loye of thino 
only Son.' Then she thought of Benezer, and how his 
discourse before had done her good. She did not say a 
word to any one, but she put on her bonnet and shawl, 
and stepped out on the wolds. She felt glad when she 
saw old Benezer leaning upon his staff in the distance, his 
flock feeding before him ; and she wondered that she had 
known him so many years, and yet neyer heard what 
comfortable words he could speak to a troubled soul be- 
fore. The old man saw her coming, and turning his face 
to welcome her, said, " Good-day, mistress." 

"I came out to speak a word to you, Benezer, for it 
seems to me the darkest day yet since Ben^left." 

The old man looked at her with a smile, and replied, 

« 

"Oh, never fear, it won't bide so dark long. I met the 
Good Shephebd this way in the morning, so 'tis plain 
he is thinking of we I " 

"Did you ? " asked Mrs. Northwood in surprise. 
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"Yes, I got into terrible trouble with the lambs, as I 
was feeding them alone on a small bit of clover. There 
was thirteen of them I was afraid would be dead alto* 
gether. I couldn't help shedding tears- in tlj trouble, 
and I prayed the Good Shepherd to lend me His help, 
and sure enough I found he was there, readjr to save ; so 
the smile came pretty quick on the tear. And though 
your trouble may be different, 'tis all one to He. He do 
lighten them that look to Him I let the trouble come 
which way it will." 

Mistress Northwood went home with the feeling that 
the " Good Shepherd was near," and could help ; yet 
she thought in bet heart that no one but Ben could put 
the crooked things straight in her home. And when she 
turned in at the farmyard, Ben stood at the door looking 
out for his mother, come home on his unexpected visit. 
Then the mother felt what a true word it was — "They 
looked unto him and were lightened." And she longed 
to step back and tell Benezer what comfort she had found, 
fof surely the Good Shepherd had sent her son home to 
her that day." 

Benjamin was struck with the expression on the face 
of his mother '^ it seemed to him that she had caught a 
look from his grandmother ; he did not know what it was 
or how it came, but it made his home visit happy, and 
cheered up his leaving again. 

Time passed on, and Benjamin reached his twenty-first 
birthday; he returned home for a week's visit, and h^s 
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mother invited a party of their friends to celebrate her 
son's coming of age. Farmer Fenforth and his wife, and 
Margarj, were of the number. Benjamin had seen more 
of the world, but he had seen no one Hke Margery, and 
he had found out that no one unlike her could ever seem 
right to his mind. And trulj Margery was no common 
woman. In person she was tall and strong with large 
full features, a dark penetrating eye, and lips that looked 
as if they never spoke a word that was not absolute. 
Though her manner was reserved and cold, yet she had 
long been one of Benjamin Northwood's best friends, for 
she was wise above her years, her principles were un- 
yielding, and she always spoke her mind, truth standing 
first of all things in her youthful esteem. And, though 
her words and tone were apt to be severe, her heart was 
as kind as it was firm. Whatever opinion or feeling 
Benjamin heard her express became a law to him ; the 
three earthly guardians of his life had been his saintly 
grandmother, his filial obedience to his mother, and lus 
reverence for Margery. Margery stood high in the opin- 
ion of all the neighbors. The elder people seemed to 
consider something wanting in the honor due to them if 
Margery were not present at their festivals^ the younger 
always wished to ask her, yet when she came often felt 
her presence a restraint. None were quite indifferent to \ 
her censure, and all valued her praise. She had a high 
morality, a natural dignity of character, strong integrity, 
and self-respect Yet these qualities alone could not give 
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her a heayenljlife ; thej are earthly, and could not them- 
selves raise her spirit or her influence higher than earth. 
But we cannot tell what Margery even then held in the 
secret of her silent soul, for she never told its deepest feel* 
ings to any one. To the distant observer Margery stood 
firm and strong, like some white marble rock, on which a 
, sunbeam might play, or a bird light in passing ; rather 
than like the sheltering tree where the wild bird builds 
her nest, and the timid squirrel makes his wintry home, 
and the tired wanderer seeks refreshment and rest. And 
yet, while it is true that to see Margery was to remember 
her, it is equally true that to know her was to respect her, 
and to live with her was to love her. 

It certainly would not have been easy for Benjamin to 
find another, in natural character, equal to Margery. 
And, instead of forgetting her, each month of his absence 
had but madeJiim think more highly of her character and 
worth. 

He had not spoken to any one on this subject; he had 
thought that even if Margery answered kindly, which he 
very much doubted, his unde might be hurt at his mak- 
ing an engagement, therefore he had kept his strong feel* 
ings to himself and said nothing. But, now his longer 
visit at home, and all the sense of manhood that came 
upion him when his twenty-first birthday was kept, proved 
too strong for his resolution, and he thought that at least 
he would speak to his grandmother. She was always the 
first person he had consulted from his childhood, because 
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there was a staj in her clear firm words that he felt he 
could trust to. The day following his birthday, when 
alone in the farm-kitchen with his grandmother, after 
watching, or seeming to watch^ her quiet stitches for some 
time, he said — 

''I suppose, grandmother, now I am of age, I shall 
have to think about getting married some day ? " 

'^ Ah, lad, take time and thought in the forecasting of 
that ; 'tis hard work to pull against the noose when your 
foot is fast in it I " 

" That's what I haye done, I'm sure I couldn't say for 
how long; but it always turns up the same name, — and 
that's Margery ! " 

This sudden declaration was made not without effort, 
and the aged grandmother heard it with evident feeling ; 
she looked up, took off her spectacles, and laid them 
down on the table, a rare sign of fixed attention and in- 
terest ; she said nothing, but silence was now out of the 
question, so her grandson went on. 

" I don't believe there is a young fellow all the country 
round with better prospects than I have to look to ; but 
Margery stands so right up and high I Sometimes I have 
thought I would get father to tell her my prospects before 
I said a word ; but then, dear me, in a minute I think 
that would be the death of it." 

"You may rest certain, lad, Margery's never the woman 
to think on the store before she thought on the man." 

" Then, grandmother, if I could get some one to speak 
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a word up for me ? These two years IVe been Kving 
awaj now, and 'tis like Margery may not know how 
steady Pve kept. I have never so much as showed once 
at a hunt, unless my unde had a horse for the gentry to 
buy, since I heard her say it was 'worse than idleness in 
them that were bom to lay the land like a garden, to race 
over it and not leave it lit to be seen I ' And she was 
right enough ; for you'll see a gentleman often take the 
headland all round the field, on a horse that would scarce- 
ly cut up a blade, and make his servant ride after him ; 
while the farmers, with a rough colt for a hunter, will 
ride over the best land ever planted, until you are 
ashamed to look at it after them, with no game in chase 
neither. Margery might well say * such farmers were not 
worthy the plough ! ' If she did but know it, there's not 
a man the country round can lay a furrow to mine I I 
wish enough the gentry would get the young farmers to 
plough before them, instead of to hunt after them, then 
there would be some trying for skill in the land." 

**Take my advice, lad, never use another's tongue when 
the work belongs to your own. You have made up your 
mind; tell your parents what you are after taking in 
hand, they could wish you no better ; then put it plain to 
Margery, and God prosper your way I " 
" But, grandmother, if Margery says No ! " 
" Well, lad, if she says it, it must stand ; her first will 
be last. But 'tis written in the Book, * A prudent wife is 
from the Lord.' There's none can doubt that Max^T^ ^sw J 
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prudent enow ; ask her then of Him who has the right in 
His hand, and yery like, when you come to it with Mar- 
gery, she will not stand against you." 

As Benjamin turned away, he said, " You can try that 
way too, for me, grandmother." 

Suspense now seemed impossible to him > that erening 
he once more crossed the wolds, and found Margery in the 
garden alone. He thought she stood cold and high as 
eyer, while he told her his heart ; but when she spoke 
he heard the deep feeling in her tone as she said, "You 
can say what you like to my parents, Mr. Northwood ; for 
my part, I shall neyer stand against trusting the man that 
has been such a son to his mother 1 " 

That eyening the parents on both farms were glad, and 
the aged grandmother thanked God ; and the old shep- 
herd, and Sam Grist, and Christiana said it was a good 
hope for many; and truly generations then unborn were 
to be made glad in the blessing that fell on the home of 
those young hearts that eyening made one. 






CHAPTER III. 

f TJENJAMIN'S uncle was not in any way displeased 
Jj when he heard of his nephew's engagement; he 
knew Margery by report, and the old man said it pleased 
him well that one who was worthy should stand in the 
place of his poor wife, and be mistress where she had 
ruled so long. He told Benjamin that he should never 
be the one to hinder such a prospect, for he was ready at 
any time to receive Margery as a daughter. And this 
kind feeling would probably have hastened the marriage, 
but a sickness fell suddenly on the old man; he was 
tended by his nephew, who waited on him like a son ; 
but after a few days' illness he died, and Benjamin was 
left alone in the &rm. The young man was allowed to 
continue in his uncle's place ; but when this was decided, 
many other things had to be looked into and settled 
before he could olaim the hand of Margery as his bride. 
He made frequent visits home ; they were visits of only 
one night, because business pressed for a time; but he 
always made the way loQger by riding round to the 
wold farm in coming and returning. By degrees all his 
farm difSculties were settled ; one day, on returning 
home, after having had a long talk with his father, 
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vhom ho met on the home farm, and with his mother in 
her dairy, he came in as nsual to look for his grand- 
mother, whom he generally fonnd seated in her oaken 
chair in the kitchen, with her busy needle in her hand, 
or reading from the large Bible which always lay on the 
ronnd table before her. On this day she was sitting 
there as nsual, in the calm of her venerable age. Her 
grandson accosted her by saying — 

" Well, grandmother, Tuesday 's the day I" 

The old woman understood, and looking up at her 
grandson, she said fervently, *^ The Lord that made heaven 
and earth, give thee blessing out of Zion I** 

"Amen!" he said, softly; then sitting down beside 
her, he asked, " To be sure you will come to our wedding 
cheer, grandmother? Margery charged me to say, she 
hoped enough that you would, she always has taken won- 
derful count of you." 

"Ah, lad, no! you may tell Margery she has my 
blessing, when she stands up as your bride, afore any one 
living, but I Ve done with earth's feasting ; 'tis all very 
well for them it belongs to, but not for one who, like me, 
has only to wait by the doors till it may please God I 
enter into the marriage supper of the Lamb 1" Then, 
after a moment's pause, she asked, " Who 's to taste of 
your cheer ?" 

** Who, grandmother ? Why, all the friends that can 
come ; and Margery will have nothing but what 's mado 
in the house. She says she will have none of their new- 
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£uhioned ways of miming off to a shop, as if wedding 
folks bad no senses left them to do for themselyes." 

** Have ye thought on the poor ?" 

'^Well, grandmother, I'll answer for it Margery has. 
I am sure, next to yon, there 's no one has ^tood such a 
friend to the poor. All the labourers say they would 
rather by far lose the doctor than her, she has such a 
hand for binding up wounds ; and there's hardly a woman 
in the parish, I 've heard them say, who has not^ some 
time or other, been the better for her care." 

^ But, lad, have you thought on the poor ! Twill be 
no use for you to stand on Margery's footing, when you 
have to answer for yourself to Him who has bid you 
remember them." 

** I hope I Ve not been bad to^em, grandmother ; but 
I don't know that I 've thought of them now." 

^ Then hear what it says in the Book ; it gathers all 
together there plain enough, where 'tis written, ^ Eat the 
£Bit, drbk the sweet, and send portions for them for whom 
nothing is prepared.' " 

" Well, I never heard that before 1" 

^ Ah, lad, how should ye f When ye take more de- 
light in turning up a straight furrow out of the earth of 
which ye were made, than in looking after a line of that 
Word that was given to new-create ye for heaven." 

^ I don't slight it neither, grandmother. I 've bought 
a fitmily Bible for Margery ; I know she would never set 
foot in the house unless I laid in a Bible. And I had not 
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fbrgot H ndiher ; bat one scarce erer sees it awaj from 
home here, except on Sondaj at drarch, and by that it 
gets out of one's thonghts." 

^AhP sighed the old woman, '^ would to God that 
Bibles were plentiful all orer the land, that each babe 
might be bom to one, and call it its own/' 

^ Well, grandmother, I mean to get a book of &milj 
prayers, and do as we do at night-times at home. I 
Icnow Margery's mind lies that way. And I'll ask 
mother for a suppering np here for our people. Chria- 
tbma will see after that" 

On ^ Taesday," at the home of the bride, the wedding 
^piests assembled. To the home of the brid^^room came 
th<9 poor ; the long tables were set in the back kitchen 
for the labonreni on the fiirm, and their wives and such 
aged people as the venerable Esther Northwood had a 
special respect for. The beef and plmn paddings ap- 
peared and disappeared; and the time came for all to 
drink the health of the bridegroom and the bride. Then 
Christiana hastened to tell her aged mistress that the 
time was come for her to make her appearance, as the 
one representative of the family. The venerable woman 
rose np, and, supported by her stafi^ entered the back 
kitchen. She wore that day her gown of best black 
stuff, her h%h white mobbed cap, and her full kerchief-— 
excelling in whiteness. She had no skein of cotton over 
W shoulders that day, nor was even the sheath of her 
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knitting pin hj her side, for that 4aj was a Sabbath to 
her. 

The men rose and bowed low when she entered, the 
women rose and curtsied ; and ahe said, in her kindlj 
tone, ^ Good welcome, and good cheer to ye all T Then 
the man who had stood king of the reapers that summer, 
first lifted np the brimming mug of brown ale and said, 
^Good health to ye, mistress!" Those were days when 
the aged were reverenced, so the king of the reapers 
first spoke of the mistress whom he had served when a 
boy, saying, ^Good health to ye, mistress, and thanks 
for our suppering; and good health, and long life, and 
God's blessing on the brid^oom and the bride !" Then 
all the men lifted their mugs and repeated, ^Good health 
to ye, mistress ; and good health and long life, and God's 
blessing on the brid^oom and the bride;'' and then, 
having drunk, each gave his mug to his wife, the women 
being silent because their husbands had spoken for them. 

Ihe venerable mistress stood before them, leaning 
both hands on her staff, and replied, ^ Thank ye I thank 
ye all!" Then looking round on the faces before her, 
most of which she had known firom their childhood, she 
said solemnly, ^There's a Bridegroom a coming for yel 
Are ye all making ready! The call may come at an 
hour when ye think not; are ye ready to go out and 
meet Him 1 Have ye all washen your lobes and made 
them white in His blood ! Is your light shining ready f 
Look into your hearts, 'tis in them the oil must lie that's 
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to make your light shine. Look each one to his own 
heart I Do ye love the Lord who died for ye ! Bo ye 
fear to sin against Him ! Do ye try to please Him f 
Ye know what I say; IVe told ye before. Now I 
charge ye, stand ready that ye may all enter in to the 
marriage sapper above, before the door of mercy be 
shut ; for if once that be shut before ye are safe in, be 
ye sare ye will neyer see it torn again on its hinges to 
open for ye I Fray God ye be all found ready! And 
be snre ye think on the young ones that staUd wedded 
to-day, and give them a prayer on your knees to the God 
of mercy to-night Let yonr women and the old folks 
come in to me, when ye go. God bless ye I" 

She left them with the traces of feeling on each fieu^e. 

After a while the wives of the labourers and the old 
people came in and gathered round her as she sat in her 
oaken chair in the kitchen, and she gave to each one 
some garment made by her hand, and kept in store for 
this day. And as she gave them she spoke a good word 
with each. While Christiana stood at the door, and as 
she afterwards confessed, '^kind of hurried them out,** 
for she said it seemed to her that her mistress must be 
almost already in heaven, to hear her speak to each one 
as she did. 

When the poor people were gone, the aged mistress 
said, '^Now, Christina, you get up a litde of that old 
elder wine, and make a sip of toast to put in it, and heat 
it up, and I'll have a cup of it, and you and Sam have 
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one too, and we '11 drink to the health of the bridegroom 
and bride, and then I '11 go to my bed, and get an hour 
or two's rest before the young folk come home, for I 
can't stand any more." The old woman herself read the 
chapter that night, with only Sam Grist and Christiana ; 
it was early for evening prayers, but whehever she was 
left alone she always had them early, for she said, when 
the thing could be ordered so, she did not want to wait 
for a head heavy for sleep before she turned attention to 
that. This evening she could not read long, so she chose 
the first parable from the twenty-fifth of St. Matthew, 
and because her tired eyes could not see the small print 
of the book of prayer, she folded her hands on the^ open 
Bible and made her own supplication, in which Sam Grist 
and Christiana both joined with true feeling. Then the 
old woman went to her rest, and the Angel of Mercy 
watched over her. 

Many bridal gifts had been presented to Margery, and 
not a few to Benjamin. Farmer Penforth had given a 
flock of sheep to his son-in-law, and his own fkiheT had 
enriched him with young kine and colts ; poultry and 
household gifts had also >been given. The whole array 
was started very early by Benjamin on the morning of 
the wedding day, that they might reach his distant farm 
on the evening of the next day, when he hoped to return 
with his bride. The day after the wedding a family 
breakfast was given, and at this the aged grandmother 
was present Then followed the fiirewell — ^it could not 
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beyond it to the liigh road above, and tbe old chnrch 
tower. How fiur lay the scene in that calm evening 
honri almost too calm for Maigery at that moment. 
Oh, conld the years to come have then opened in vision 
before her I — The feet of childhood treading the green 
tnr^ of youth, of manhood, all her own I The knees low 
bent in prayer, the stady of the Holy Word, the voices 
raised in praise, the music of her home, the feet of the 
poor that from fiur and near would cross her threshold 
stone, the many of every age and station that would 
ascend her homers green hill and look in love upon it, 
could Margery but have seen in that calm evening hour 
the bright, the blessed throng, it might, it almost mu8t^ 
have broken the silent spell around her heart, and poured 
it forth in magnifying praise I 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE Rectory of the village to whicli BeDJamin took 
his bride was in the gift of a college, and being a 
valuable benefice, it was generally accepted by one of 
the senior fellows. "Multitude of years should teach 
wisdom," but yet "great men are not always wise, 
neither do the aged (always) understand judgment.'' 
Those who through the greater part of their life have 
been shut out from the active struggle of the world, 
separated from the tics of a family and household, and 
from all the social influences that a parochial ministry 
gathers around them, may well find it difiScult to be 
"nursing fathers'* to their people— diflScult to dwell 
amongst them " as a nurse that cherisheth her children.** 
Tet it is sometimes found that the heart has kept its 
sympathies ready for the call, and the senior fellow of 
a college has left its walls to become the friend of the 
poor man, the instructor of babes, and the teacher of the 
ignorant. And so it was when Margery first came to 
her home. She looked with joy upon the aged clergy- 
man who entered her dwelling, the day after her arrival, 
to bid her welcome as mistress of the Forest Farm. His 
venerable aspect, the grace of his courtesy, and the be- 
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Dignity of his coaDtenance, made Margery say, as lie Ieft| 
that it was the best sight she had seen yet I On Sunday, 
when the bell tolled for service, the people came flocking 
from every cottage and farm, in their clean and bright 
Sabbath garments; but the prettiest sight of all was to 
see them in groups crossing the Rectory pasture. The 
green pasture lay stretched like a lawn beyond the Reo- 
tory garden, in full view of its windows ; a stream ran all 
down it, in whose banks the kingfisher built his nest of 
small bones, soft as down; and fine trees grew around 
it — ^the pastor's trees, therefore no feller rose up against 
them ; and one little path lay across it, leading straight 
from the village to the old church on the hill. It was 
a sight dear to the pastor to see fathers, mothers, and 
children slowly crossing the path through the green 
pasture to worship their God; he would put on his 
robes for the service, and with his staff in his hand and 
his daughter beside him he walked up with them to the 
sanctuary. They passed silently on, but many a child 
stole a look up at his face, sure to win some kindly notice 
in return. 

There were no Sunday schools in those days as now, 
to make all the land glad in its Sabbath morning rest^ 
with the feet of little children on every side treading 
lightly and quickly on their way to the Sunday schoo]| 
whispering to themselves the holy texts or the hymn tha^ 
if repeated perfectly would win a smile from the teacher. 
This sunshine of Sabbath schpols hs^ not then lightene4 
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the land ; but the children of each parish stood np before 
the desk and were catechized by the clergyman. In 
those days, when this world's work did not press so 
heavily as it does now, attention on Snnday did not grow 
weary so quickly, the poor liked to listen to the questions 
asked by the clergyman, and to hear their children 
answer; and the parents and children both learned to- 
gether. But the Bible was then a rare book ; it cost, for 
the most part, gold to buy it, and it was only here and 
there a poor man or woman could read. All looked to 
their clergyman for teaching : if his heart were dark, then 
ignorance and sin grew around; but if the clergyman 
were a burning and a shining light in the midst of his 
people, then it was as with John Baptist in the wilder- 
ness, '^many for a season rejoiced in that light ;^ as did 
Benjamin and Margery when they entered on their home 
at the Forest Farm. 

The farm fields and woods lay scattered over hill and 
valley; it was a beautiful landscape then, abounding in 
wood; the parish took its name from the magnificent 
trees that grew in it, and three fair woods crowned the 
hills upon Benjamin's &rm. Benjamin had a true heart 
for nature, and a tree was a more beautiful object to him 
than it is wont to be in the eyes of a farmer. The stream 
that flowed through the valley, in which the farmhouse 
then stood, turned its course abruptly to the left, and 
murmured on through deep banks to the level ground of 
^e valley again. These deep banks of the stream looked 
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bare and undothcd to the yoang hrmei^B eye, so now 
that he stood master of the fitmxi, he planted young ireea^ 
with his own hand, the whole length of the steep bank — 
oak, ash, and elm ; and there they still stand nntonched 
in their beauty, save now and then when a strong wind 
brings a noble tree down to the ground ; they rustle still 
in the breeze of the summer, with the green turf below 
them, leading the eye along their line of varied foliage to 
the gold, the rose and purple of the sunset sky. 

The fiu'mhouse had long been falling into decay, and 
the following spring Benjamin made preparations for 
building a new one. 

^^ I suppose we can't do better than build on the same 
ground again ?'' said Benjamin to Margery. 

*' To be sure you won't go and build again on the hill- 
side, when its top lies all open before you?" 

''But the out-buildings, you see, must stand on for a 
time, and to be up there above them Vm afraid won't be 
handy." 

''Let them stand while they can,'' replied Margery^ 
•* m answer for it, it won't be for long ; and 'tis better 
for you to look down on your £Eurm than up to it, I am 
sure, any day." 

So the site for the new farmhouse was chosen on the 
very summit of the hill, where it looked over the fair val- 
ley and the green and wooded hills beyond it. The rooms 
were built higher and larger than was usual in farmhouses 
at that time, and wherever it was possible, Margery would 
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have a window. She needed no philosopher to teach her 
the valae of both air and light ; she drew her inferences 
from nature, and these inferences were as unyielding as 
natare^s own facts. *^ Let the light and air come and go/' 
said Margery, '' as it pleases Heaven that they should, and 
don't think to be better off for stifling up in the dark- 
ness." The new garden was laid out down the slope of 
the green hill; one straight gravel walk like an arrow 
reached on to the end, kept level as far as possible, then 
broken by small wooden steps ; grass-plats lay on either 
side in front of the house. Beyond were arbors, and 
arched ways of twisted laurel and seringa with honey- 
suckle intertwined ; and below these grew the flowers in 
small beds, so arranged that it was impossible to go over 
all the little paths in between .them without treading over 
some of the little walks twice. In them white lilies grew 
up in abundance — great peonies also looked imposing in 
such extremely small beds ; winter cherries, sweet pinks 
and carnations, and large bright polyanthuses, grew beside 
still gayer anemonies. Margery said, '' Plant the flowers 
and have done with it; what's the use of hunting up the 
new things that can live but a year, when you may have 
all the old ones that do better for standing?" Beyond 
the flowers grew a large supply of both vegetables and 
fruit; and it was Margery's refinement to have rose-trees 
planted down on either side the straight walk between 
the vegetables and fruit, that when you went on to gather 
fruit you might have the flowers still beside you. Beyond 
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lay a fisli-poiid, dug oat in a curious device ; and fiuiliet 
still, the green orchard stretched down to the stream. 
8uch was the new home of Margery. There came one 
trouble to Margery in building the house higher, and this 
was leaving the roof-tree in its solitude below. It could 
not overcome her wish for the hill-top, still she said she 
felt sore loth to forsake it ; it was a fine tree, with wide- 
spreading branches, and when all the buildings were gonC| 
that household tree looked so desolate to Margery's eye 
that she sometimes was ready to wish that they had never 
moved the homestead away from its side. 

On market days Margery rode her good horse to the 
town. Her saddle, almost without pummel, was of white 
cloth embroidered, strong and well made, to last on to 
after generations, as household things did in those days. 

This first spring, while the house was building, Margery 
went for two days to her home on the wolds. Benjamin 
drove her over, but he could not be long absent himself 
from the workmen. She felt more impatience, than she 
perhaps had ever felt before, as she first saw those familiar 
wolds break on her view; but when she had seen the 
dear faces of her parents again, and made them promise 
to come over when the new house was built, her staid 
heart was satisfied, and she told her husband she had 
more than half-a-mind to go back that same day with 
him. But he objected to this, said his own mother would 
be hurt, and his grandmother disappointed, if she left 
without seeing them: so he returned home without her: 
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and towards evening Margery crossed the wolds to look 
for Benezer, on her way to her father-in-law*s farm. The 
old man hastened to meet her ; ^ dearly glad'' he said he 
was ^' to see her on them wolds again." His first question 
was for the flock he had picked out for her &rm, and how 
the young lambs had thriven ; and he told her how at 
nighttimes when he left his flocks folded, and prayed the 
Good Shepherd to keep them under His care, he always 
thought of. the poor sheep he had sent off with her I 
Margery told Benezer she must have him come over and 
see her husband's fEirm some day, which he would find 
altogether a different situation to the home fktm on the 
wolds. Benezer said if he could any way see clear how to 
order safe for the sheep, he should think much of the op- 
portunity of coming. Then taking his broad-brinmied and 
weather-worn hat firom his head, with a smile he said to 
Margery, ^ Do ye look here, my dear child ; that poor ^ 
weltered flower was none other than the brave rose ye 
dropped when ye lifted your last step from the ground 
that had nurtured ye up to a woman. I did see it fall, 
and I did make free, for there was none else did see ; they 
all stood so busy a straining their eyes after ye, so that 
poor flower did seem like a token dropped there for me. 
And I've misered it up in my old hat ever since, and 
been thinking how it is written in the Book, ' The flower 
fiftdeth, but the word of our God endureth for ever.' I 
pray God ye be nourished with the sincere milk of His 
word, that ye may live in His presence for ever ! " Mar* 
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gery was toacbed, and the more so because she had been 
vexed, on that day, when she found that she had dropped 
the flower. Now she saw it had been kept with a more 
sacred care than even if it had been in her keeping. 

All her greetings were kind on her father-in-law's farm, 
and the aged grandmother's face beamed on her with 
maternal affection ; but the mother sore longed that her 
son could have been over too. And Margery's true heart 
was traveling after her husband, and her secret thought 
was that the next whole day of his absence would cer- 
tainly be the longest she had ever spent in her life. But 
it did not prove so, for she was up with the dawn in her 
own mother's dairy, her firm cold hand making the butter 
that all the country round used to praise; then busy 
seeing to a few little comforts for her parents that she 
thought they had neglected. She had promised to go up 
with them to drink tea with her mother-in-law ; and as 
they were starting, most unexpectedl/lier husband drove 
in. He said that to the best of his knowledge he had 
ordered things pretty straight for one day, so he thought 
he saw an opportunity to come. ^The best thing you 
could do," said his mother-in-law, "for I can tell you, 
when you left yesterday, Margery lost more looks after 
her husband than ever she did for her lover ; so 'tis likely 
a good bit of time will be saved her to-morrow, that 
would have been lost looking gut after you I' Mrs. Pen- 
forth thought it necessary to speak out for her daughter; 
but Benjamin had got quite beyond any need of words of 
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dssarance from Margery, ^ The heart of her husband did 
safely tmst in her. 

That evening was a brighter scene at Benjamin's pa- 
ternal home than had ever been there before ; for a gleam 
of that light, that will shine on brighter for ever, is better 
than all the glare of this world, which the night of sor- 
row or of death must turn into a darkness that nothing 
can lighten again. Benjamin thought his mother's face 
looked happier than he had ever seen it ; he secretly 
hoped that things were more comfortable for her in 
her home; he did not know that she had found a 
eomfort whose source was not on earth, and could not 
therefore be dried up by any barrenness here. 

Farmer Northwood still spent his evenings too often 
away, things were not better in that respect than before : 
his two younger sons took ill advantage of their father's 
absence, and breaking from the word of their mother, 
they entered into companionships that did them no good. 
Yet the " evil day " of adversity came not yet, time was 
still given them to amend their ways — but they would 
not. It often happened now, that when the hour came 
for evening prayer, the sons as well as the father were 
absent: then their mother, with their venerable grand- 
mother, and Sam Grist, and Christiana, comforted them- 
selves alone in the Word of their God. One evening 
they had been reading the fifth chapter of the Romans, 
** Tribulation worketh patience, and patience experience, 
and experience hope ;" and as the mother sat alone with 
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her mother-m-law, watching beside the wood ashes for the 
retarn of her husband and sons, she said, **! be afraid I 
ben't off the first step of that ladder yet| I be often so 
impatient still I" 

^ Ah, child, 'tis not all of one heavenlj grace, but a 
glimmer of each, that shines out in the heart God has 
lightened I ye know right well ye be more patient now 
than ye once could attain to ; and don't ye know ye have 
had many an answer to prayer, dropping down very often 
on the same time that ye asked, and what can that be bat 
^ sxPERiBNOE t" Didn't ye find Him ye looked to was 
near ye, ready listening for you? That's sxPEBisiroBi 
what thing else shoald it be f And for ^' hopx," don't ye 
know ye are always looking oat on the promises, that 
have left the door open behind them of the holy heaven 
that they came from f and what can that be bat hops t — 
Like the bow in the cload that says the water floods 
shall not drown ye, becaase year God will be with ye. 
Troables roll on amain, and darken over sometimes, bat 
heavenly patiekos, and expsbiskcb, and hops, they 
shine oat again, and will shine on for ever, till the day 
that makes perfect. Don't ye go disowning these good 
gifts of Heaven, as if ye couldn't see them in the dark* 
ness of earth ; but bless the Hand that they come from, 
and be ever asking for more, and be ye sure they'll shine 
on brighter, till there be no darkness left." 



CHAPTER V. 

THE venerable clergyman stood at the old font, and 
Margery brought ber first*bom child to devote him 
to God. When he took the infant from her arms it was 
as if he received it with a spiritual father's love. Sol- 
emnly and tenderly he went through the service of that 
sacrament, which can be received only once in a lifetime. 
It seemed not much to him to devote the short time that 
service required to earnest feeling and prayer for the 
diild, whom it started on a never-ending existence, and 
whose future weal or woe must have an awful connection 
with its in&nt dedication to God. Margery deeply felt 
that sacramental service; it was the first wish of her 
heart that her children should be given to their God- 
she was well aware there was no other place of safety 
than the arms of that Saviour to whom she hastened 
to bring them : her heart was silent in words, but it was 
stead&st in action, and ^whereunto she had attained, 
she walked by that rule." It was ever one of the 
moments she felt most in life, when her in&nt was 
received and baptized in that Gbeat Namx, so awful, yet 
so blessed I — ^that Namx which rules heaven, earth, and 
hell, the threefold name of Father, Sok, and Holt 
Ghost — and signed with the sign of the cross, the token 
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of redemption from the power of Satan and of sin, and 
the object to be ever kept in view in life and in deatiu 
It was with a spirit not nnmindful of the blessing that 
Margery bore her infant home, to celebrate amongst its 
relatives and friends the day of its consecration to God. 

On these occasions visits were received from the pater« 
nal farms, and there were fresh rejoicings at the birth of 
each child. Benjamin always read at evening prayers on 
that day, Psalm cxxvii. : ^Lo, children are an heritage 
of the Lord. Happy is the man that hath his qniver 
fall of them.'' He read it not as if he thought this 
'^happiness" depended on how much money might be 
waiting for each child in the bank, he had no money 
there for himself; but he read it as one who believed it 
depended on the blessing of the God who gave them, and 
" Who feedeth the young ravens who call upon Him.** 
And of Benjamin's children the Psalm proved true to its 
last words, ^ They shall not be ashamed when they speak 
with their enemies in the gate." 

Benjamin's mother had returned home after the bap- 
tism of her third grandchild, full of thankfulness to see 
her children happy, and blessed in all their worldly con* 
cerns. And when she next saw the old shepherd on the 
wolds, she stopped to tell him of the prosperity she found 
at the Forest Farm. 

^ Yes, I 've left another grandson there, as fine a babe 
as yon ever looked on, Benezer ; they have named him 
Stephen." 
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** The Almiglity bless him I** said Benezer ; " and he 
pleased to keep him, for ever, as the apple of His eye." 

" That I believe He will 1 It 's wonderful the comfort 
that has all followed on since I made such a sorrow when 
my poor Ben went away." 

'^Ah, yes, mistress, that always come of looking 
HiGHBB. Sure as ever we keep down our eyes upon 
earth there '11 be trouble, some way or other, spring up to 
meet them ; and 'tis none the less certain when we keep 
them above, there'll be many a dear comfort to look 
down from heaven to enlighten them." 

"Well, Benezer, I can't tell you how it hurts me 
sometimes to think I never had the heart to look that 
way till 'twas all darkened here. It seems so hard- 
hearted never to give a look up to Him that 's above till, 
as you may say, I had no comfort left" 

" Ah, mistress, it may well surprise we, but it don't 
surprise He ; Him be so used to it I He met our hard 
heart face to face, when He came down to die. I 've 
often thought how close 'twas put when they must choose 
He or a murderer, and they turned their faces from He, 
and cried out for Barabbas ; He remembers that day, and 
sure enough we don't let He forget, for 'tis what we be 
after, the best of us sometimes, looking any way but to 
He. If Him were not God of Patience 'twould be all 
over with we, not once, but aye, thousands of times, I 'm 
right certain. But 'tis written, * He waits to be gracious,' 
for He knows there 's no other Hope for we ; and, dear 
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me, when He sees we be at last looldng up He calb the 
whole blessed heaven to rejoice over we P 

^ Oh, Benezer, I can^t think upon it enough ; 'tis the 
wonder of my life when I come to consider." 

** Yes, 'tis just that He do say, ' Oh^ that they would 
ooKsmsB I ' 'tis the last thing we come to ; we go slaving 
and complaining, and worrying to death, when He be 
tolling us only to look up to He and consider ; and 'tia 
when we takes to that we find the world be soon under 
our feet." 

Years passed away ; and a day came when little Ste- 
phen, Margery's third child, was promised by his father 
that he should go over with him on a visit to his grand- 
father's farm, to see his great-grandmother. A little crip* 
pled tailor, an extremely small man, came from time to 
time to work at the farm, and now he sat on the kitchen- 
table, his usual seat, in the bright southern window, 
making a little coat for Stephen, to be worn on his first 
visit to his great-grandmother's &rm. It was Stephen's 
first little coat, and being made for so great an occasion 
he very often stood watching by the table, intent on its 
progress; and when little Spedly, the tailor, had sewed 
on the last button, Stephen could hardly be persuaded 
that the important moment was not come in which to 
start for his great-grandmother's farm. At length the 
day did arrive, and Stephen was dressed in his little coat 
by his mother ; and, full of personal dignity on this his 
first visit out with his father, he listened to his mother's 
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parting charge, " You are going to see your great-grand- 
mother ; she is the best woman in the world, and you 
must mind what she says to you." 

It was a long drive, but the good horse did it well, and 
not the less willingly ifrom a secret expectation of Sam 
Grist's hospitable entertainment at the end. Christiana 
was putting away her new cheeses in the cheese-room, 
when, on hearing the sound of wheels, she looked out 
through the lath windows, and saw her young master 
driving up with one of his children at his side. Chna- 
tiana glided down the cheese-room ladder as if she touched 
not a step, and rushing into the family kitchen she ex- 
claimed, " If there ben't a child come, I declare I " and 
leaving all other facts or probabilities to be guessed, she 
opened the door and ran out to the gate. The horse 
drew up at that moment, and Christiana, clasping little 
Stephen in her arms, dragged him out of the gig, and 
-carried him in with vehement kisses. Now, Stephen had 
expected to make a very different entrance at his great- 
grandmother's home, and being entirely unused to such 
an outbreak of affection, he strongly resented it as a per 
sonal afEront ; he struggled, kicked, and on entering the 
kitchen succeeded in regaining his feet, then taking a dis- 
tant attitude of defiance, he exclaimed, "Now meddle 
again, if you dare I " The father, entering at this moment, 
seeing Stephen standing aloof, his young face all dis* 
pleasure, inquired, "What's the matter here?" To 
which Stephen, still keeping his post and distance of ob- 
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servation, replied, '' She carried me, and kissed me ! * 
The father laughed, and turning to his mother said, <' Tve 
brought you Margery's own son ; he's his mother all over I " 
While Stephen, in his ruffled composure, continued to 
keep a cautious look out around him. 

It was winter, and the aged grandmother now sat in 
the parlor as a warmer retreat from the cold. Stephen's 
father soon called him^ and taking hold of his hand said, 
''Come and see your great-grandmother." Then, open* 
ing the black door of the parlor, they went in. There 
sat the venerable woman, feeble in her great age, seated 
in the same oaken chair, with the Bible on the round 
table beside her ; her basket of garments for the poor at 
her feet, and her work in her hand. 

"Ah, lad, I thought 'twas no tongue but thine," she 
said, as she took off her glasses, and, laying them dowui 
looked with parental affection on Benjamin. 

"I'm glad to hear well of you, grandmother; I've 
brought a great-grandson to see you." And ^e led 
Stephen up to her knee. 

The old woman laid her hand' on the head of the child, 
and said fervently, " God's blessing rest on him I " and 
then began to talk to his father, who seated himself in a 
chair, with Stephen between his knees. The child looked 
intently on the face of the old woman; it was his great- 
grandmother, of whom his parents spoke always with 
reverence, and of whom his mother had given him her 
parting charge. His father had often said to him, " Some 
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daj you shall see your great-grandmotker," and this was 
her I Stephen looked, and wondered, and listened, until 
his father, rising to go, took his hand again to lead him 
away. Then the old woman said, in her strong, kind 
tone, " "Will ye stay with your old grandmother, or do yo 
like best to go ? " 

** 111 stay," replied Stephen, with a tone of determined 
confidence. 

" He's Margery's child, grandmother," said Stephen's 
father, " so it's pretty sure he'll take well to you." And 
he left Stephen standing beside his great-grandmother's 
chair. The old woman put on her spectacles again, and 
went on with her work in that quiet way that thoughtful 
children feel most at ease with. She inquired first for hia 
mother, then asked at intervals for his sisters and brothers, 
then about the aged clergyman, and things on the farm; 
all the while working on, as was her habit to do. Stephen 
felt quickly at ease by her side, telling all he could think 
of in reply to her questions ; and it soon became evident 
that a link was fast forming over the three-fourths of a 
century between them. 

After the early farm tea, Stephen hastened to his re- 
treat again on the stool by his great-grandmother's side, 
wl\f re he soon began the conversation. '* We have an 
ass and a foal ; the ass is brother's, but the foal is mine. 
I have named him Blackberry, and mother says I shall 
ride him when I go to school" 

The old woman replied, "If ye ride on an ass ye must 
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be meek and gentle, like the Son of tke Blessed. He 
rode on an ass, and a colt, the foal of an ass.'' 

Stephen looked up in silence. 

"Have ye never heard how the Lord Jesus, our Sav- 
iour, rode on a young ass, that had never been ridden be* 
fore?" 

"No," replied Stephen, with evident interest at the 
mention of a fact so like his own young expectations. 

It was at the hour at which the old woman always 
opened her' Bible, when she sat alone in the parlor, and 
with the tender heart of Heaven's love she would not 
turn from the child, but would interest and lead his young 
spirit along with her in the green pastures of the Divine 
Word. So she opened the Bible at the place where it 
tells of the Saviour's triumphant entry into Jerusalem, — 
engaging his interest in every particular of the wonderful 
history, leading him on from the &cta his own young life 
made fiuniliar, to those that must for ever engage the glori- 
ous assembly in heaven ; until the soul of that infiftnt of days 
fiuntly mirrored back the scene described by the pen of 
the Evangelist, the mystery which angels desire to look 
into. 

But the black parlor-door opened, and Christiana came 
in to tell the child it was time for her to put him to bed. 

"I am not coming with you," repHed Stephen; "I am 
going to stay with this old lady to-night." 

Christiana looked at her aged mistress, who said, " Let 
be, let be^ I shall be early myself and I'll see to the babe ; 
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gore Hell prove one of them out of whose mouth is 
ordained praise 1" 

The next morning little Stephen rose when his great- 
grandmother was up, and kept close by her side. 

" Go and tell 'em to bring in a batling and make up 
the fire," said his great-grandmother, as Stephen took his 
place on his stool bj her chair. 

''I can do that myself I '' replied the child; and he ran 
out to the back-door, where Sam Grist saw him, and 
offered his services. 

"K you'll show me the batlings 111 thank yon,'' said 
Stephen. 

" There they be, master ; but I'll lend you a hand, — they 
he's heavy." 

" No, thank you, let alone," ^replied Stephen, as much 
used as any little woodman to the work. 

Sam Grist looked after the boy delighted : " 'Tis the 
hope of the homestead I" he said to himself; and full 
surely Sam Grist found his prophecy true. 

Standing sideways, with one foot over the fender, little 
Stephen made up his great-grandmother's fire, then rub- 
bing the moss stains firom his new Httle coat, he sat down 
again on his stooL 

" Now, my child, 'tis the prime of the morning ; are ye 
ready for the teaching of Heaven ? Do ye want to hear 
the words that tell of the Son of the Blessed ? " 

" Yes," said Stephen ; " tell again how He rode on that 
young ass." 
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" 'Tis what He showed forth bj that je must think on, 
my child ; how meek and gentle He was. Shall I read 
you how they led Him like a lamb to the slaughter, and 
how He stood like a sheep in the hands of the shearers 
and never opened His mouth?'' So, again, from these 
familiar comparisons, well understood by the farm child, 
his saintly relative gently led him to look on the death of 
his Redeemer. 

As the morning wore on, some of the poor people of 
the village came up the garden walk to the door of the 
farmhouse parlor, which opened into the garden, half 
wood and half glass. One after another Stephen let them 
in. They came to pour out their hearts to their vener- 
able friend. She counselled them in difficulty, or warned 
them, or comforted them, as the case might be ; to some 
she reached out a garment, and little Stephen looked on, 
and heard their parting blessing breathed on her. 

" I will take you home with me to my mother," said 
Stephen when they were alone again ; '' there's plenty of 
room in our gig." 

" Bless you, my child, but I am going up where no car- 
riages of this earth can carry me." 

"Where are you going?" asked Stephen. 

" Up yonder, where that sunbeam glints down from the 
snow-cloud." 

" How will you get there ? " asked little Stephen, as 
he looked up to phe bright opening in the heavy March 
aky. 
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" The Son of the Blessed lives up there," replied the 
old woman, " He who rode meek and lowly on an ass, 
He who was led as a lamb to the slaughter, and stood 
patient as a sheep afore her shearers I He lives up there, 
*tis the house of His Father, and He has promised to come 
back again for all who love Him." 

" I love Him 1 " said little Stephen ; " will He take me 
back with you ? " 

" Ah, child, no, you must serve Him first here I Get 
His words in your heart, they are all written in the Bible, 
they'll learn you to please Him, and then one day He 
will come again for you." 

" How can you get up there ? " again Stephen asked, 
Wondering. 

" Oh, the Son of the Blessed will order all that I I 
have only to wait till He sends. Shall I read to you out 
of the book how, for one who loved Him greatly. He 
sent down a chariot and horses of fire ?* * 

** Yes, read it now." And little Stephen and his great* 
grandmother soon forgot all else in Elijah's ascension. 

After the early farm-dinner, Benjamin said to his boy, 
"Now, Stephen, say good-bye, we must be off in no 
time." 

" No, thank you, father, I don't want to go back. I 
shall stay with this old lady, I like her right well." 

Benjamin at first laughed, but when no persuasions 
could make the child move from his great-grandmother's 
chair, he grew angry, and put him by force in the gig j 
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but the boy in a moment climbed over the other side, and 
roshed back again to the old woman's chair. It might 
have seemed at that moment that all her teaching had 
been useless, but oftentimes the lessons that govern a 
lifetime yield no result in the moment of teaching. She 
had won the child's heart, and the first impulse of his 
young but strong will was not to leave her j her gentle 
words would have soon brought him back to obedience, 
but Benjamin was angry, and threatening Stephen se- 
verely, he tied him fast into the gig with a rope, while 
the .boy sobbed out, " I don't care what you do to me, I 
will run back again as soon as ever I'm home." The 
aged grandmother wept for the child, his struggle had 
been much for her to bear. " 'Tis a high will and strong 
spirit," she said; "but there's One that can break it in 
for His kingdom — thbt He may ! " 

Benjamin was vexed that his boy should have entered 
and left his grandmother's home with a struggle. And 
little could the father then think what that visit had 
done I On the way back the poor child fell asleep, and 
when he awoke, his mother was chafing his cold limbs on 
her lap by the fire. She took off his little coat, and laid 
him down asleep in his bed ; and the first sight of his 
mother the next morning brought obedience back again 
to his heart. 



CHAPTER VI. 

ONE daj in each year was spent hj Margery's cli3* 
dren at the Bectory. A day never to he forgotten 
hy them, lying always, through life, in that sweet son- 
shine of memory, in which some blessed days upon earth 
look as if they might almost haye been spent in Eden. 
Margery dressed the children in their Sunday graments 
on that day ; they went up the green hillside hand in 
hand, their fun quieted down and their merry shouts 
hushed in the thought of the great event now before 
them. They crossed the bridge of the old moat that 
surrounded the Bectory gardens, went in at the high 
gates, and were received at the door by Mr. Wyemark 
the footman, looking splendid to them in his livery. Mr. 
Wyemark would take up the youngest child in his arms, 
saying to the older ones, '' Follow me, little dears,'' and 
in this order they proceeded to the study, where the ven- 
erable clergyman received them, seated in his arm-chair, 
with his long white hair on his shoulders, and the beau- 
tiful calm of his face beaming on them ; the children 
came up to his knee, and he gave a kiss to each young 
brow, laid his hand on each head, and implored a bless- 
ing. The youngest child was lifted down from Mr. 
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Wjemark's kind anns to the pastor's knee, and the 
others stood around him ; left alone with him while he 
taught them from his own heart the holj truths he most 
desired to hare written upon theirs. Thej spent a long 
time in the study, but it never seemed long ; then the 
eldest was sent to look for Mr. Wyemark, who, return- 
ing^ conducted them in the same order to the parlor, 
where the clergyman's daughter received them with 
many pretty little devices around her to entertain chil- 
dren. They dined under charge of Mr. Wyemark, in a 
little side room, having EOnall dishes of good food some- 
what quaintly prepared for their greater entertainment. 
After dinner the boat was drawn out of the boathouse, 
and under the safe keeping of Mr. Wyemark, and Mr. 
Brown the coachman, they rowed many times round the 
deep clear moat, amongst the great water lilies that 
bloomed on its surface, peeping down for the fish that 
glided in and out from the green weed underneath. This 
was the only excursion ever made by Margery's children 
" on the water, and it was with very lingering steps that 
at last they left the boat, though it was to go with Mr. 
Brown to the stables to see his fine horses and the har- 
ness shining with silver ; while Mr. Wyemark set their 
tea ready. After tea they were conducted in exactly 
the same order to take leave of the aged clergyman and 
his daughter. Mr. Wyemark always made an excuse to 
carry the youngest child a little way home, then with a 
kind kiss the tall old footman took leave, and the chil- 
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dren hand in hand walked faster and faster, until it fairlj 
came to a run, to get home and tell their mother what a 
daj it had been I 

On one of these occasions Mr. Wyemark presented 
Margery's eldest girl with a China rose-tree, planted in a 
pot. He had observed the child's great pleasure when he 
plucked her a rose from the Rectory tree, so in his kind- 
ness the old footman had planted a slip from the same 
tree, and watched over it until it grew and bore a rose ; 
then he gave it to the little girl to take home for her own. 
The gift greatly delighted her ; it was kept in the southern 
window of the kitchen until another sprig had been taken 
from it and trained into a little tree ; then, in presence of 
all the family, one was planted on each side of the front 
doorway, to grow up and cover with fair blossoms that 
happy home of childhood. 

Bright was the gleam that then lighted that English 
farm ; on each young head it shone ; there was no vacant 
place in aH the circle of affection ; the pastures with their 
flocks, the valleys with their waving grain, the wood- 
crowned hills, all glowed beneath it ; on the pastor's home 
it rested, making it a centre of light and love to all 
around. No cloud of sorrow had yet- darkened Margery's 
happy lot, and it seemed as if her children were to grow 
up around her in the same sunshine and prosperity. But 
it is not the calm seas that train the skill of the sailor, nor 
the time of peace that gives courage to the soldier ; neither 
can prosperity discipline the heart of the Christian. Yet 
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sorrow drew near gentlj to Margery ; its first approaches 
onlj woke a deeper tenderness of feeling, as though sor* 
row itself were unwilling to darken so bright a home. 
But it is written, " Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth, 
therefore despise not thou the chastening of the Lord, 
nor faint when thou art rebuked of Him." 

Letters in those days were rare things in farmhouses^ 
but one morning a letter came to Margery ; a man on 
horseback had brought it over from her mother-in-law. It 
was sealed with black wax. Margery's hand trembled as 
she opened and read — 

"My dear Children: — God bless ye both, and the 
little ones. I hope this will find you all in good health, 
as it leaveth me, thank God. It hath pleased the Al- 
mighty to take your dear grandmother to Himself; none 
can truly say when ; for she laid down to sleep in good 
health, and as comfortable as ever we saw her in her life^ 
and being some deal feebler of late, Christiana did ofltimes 
take her up a cup of tea from our breakfast, before she did 
rise, and when she went up this morning the Almighty 
had taken her, for the dear soul was gone. IVe fretted 
more than I ought, but God knoweth IVe good cause, for 
the angel of our poor home is departed, and the shadow 
falleth darker that she*s not by to lighten. So no more 
at present, only I shall hope to see Ben as soon as he can 
order any how to come ; and if your wife could be here on 
the day of the funeral it would be a great stay to all, for 
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there's nothing but tears a-fallmg, turn which way you 
will. So this is all at this time £rom your 

Sorrowful Mother, 

Sarah Northwood." 

Margery wept. It was the first time her children had 
seen their mother in tears, and they felt awed at her 
grief. After a while she said, " Children, God Ahnighty 
hath taken your great-grandmother to Himself. She fol- 
lowed close after Him here, and she is gone to be with 
Him for ever ; but you will never see her again, until it 
please Him you go to Him where she is ; but that won't 
be unless you follow on after Him as she did. Tour poor 
father will be terribly cut up when he hears it, and you 
must pray God to comfort your grandmother." 

Little Stephen cried first, and then all the children 
cried with him ; his infant tears were true grie^ for his 
great-grandmother had lived always in his young heart 
since the memorable visit he had paid to her with his 
father. But the expression of all his thoughts about her 
had been kept more silent than they otherwise would 
have been, by his constant recollection of the disgrace he 
fell into on leaving. He still hoped his mother did not 
know of the rope, for the sleeping child knew not that 
her hand had untied him. He answered all his mother's 
questions about his visit, but did not venture to say 
much himself for fear it should bring down the dreaded 
reprQQfe Sut Stephen's offence on that occasion had not 
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much troubled his mother, 'because it came from the 
child's love for one whom she thought well worth j of it 
Margery alwajs went straight to the root of an offence, 
and judged it chiefly by the feeling it sprang from. She 
sometimes punished severely what others thought a trifle, 
and would pass over what to them seemed a much greater 
outbreak ; and when wondered at for so doing, would 
reply, '' Can't you see 'twas an outbreak that did not rise 
up out of bad feeling? We must know when 'tis for 
good to pass over a transgression 1 " But the greater 
silence in which little Stephen had felt constrained to 
keep his thoughts of his great-grandmother did not make 
them less strong in his heart. And now he longed to ask 
whether those grand horses of fire, his great-grandmother 
had read to him of, came down to carry her up to the Soil 
of the Blessed ; and there was no one to teU him that 
holy angels, who kept their watch around her while here, . 
had borne her meek spirit in their arms to the kingdom 
of heayen. 

The boy had been led to the feet of the venerable 
woman, that her last work on earth might be to breathe 
an influence on him no after time could wear out. She 
had been beforehand with the world, and had won his 
early reverence and love for the Bible, and kind feeling 
for the poor. The promise was in her to be fulfilled, 
'' Shewing mercy to thousands in them that love Me, and 
that keep my commandments." 

One evening on Benjamin's return from the market^ 
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seated at the long familj table with his wife and children 
at tea, he said to Margery, *' There is strange news to- 
day in the town." 

Margery had an exceeding objection to news. Her 
husband said what he pleased and was always listened to 
by his wife, but no one else had any chance of getting 
half through with their discourse when the subject of it 
was news : Margery was sure to cut the tale short before 
the most important part was told, and even her husband 
neyer found her a very cordial listener to his news from 
the town. On his announcement this eyening of strange 
news in the town, Margery only replied, " I should' like 
to know whenever you hear news that's not strange I 
There's one puts something to the head and another to 
the tail, till the wonder would be if 'twere not a strange 
confusion in the end." So said Margery, neyer on any 
occasion found ready to '^kiss the lips of unacquainted 
change." 

'*Tell us, father," said the eldest lad at the table. 

" It won't please your mother, boy." 

*' Oh, I never trouble myself about news, one way or 
other," replied Margery, in a tone of indifference, with 
a touch of displeasure. 

" Tell it, father," again said the boy. 

**You won't understand it, child, but your mother will; 
they are going to put a tax upon window lights, and we 
shall soon have to shut up." 

"They may talk as they like," replied Margery, "I 
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don't believe it. Put ont the light indeed I I wonder 
thej be not afraid to spread about such ill inventions of 
news I " 

But for all Margery's disbelief the news was too true. 
A notice soon arrived at the flEirm which turned the news 
into fact. 

Poor Margery now must believe. " Tis a day we've 
lived to see, sure enough I " she exclaimed. '' It may 
well be said that money's the root of all evil, when it 
turns the light into darkness. Do they think, then, He 
who gave the light, gave it only for money ? " 

" They have settled it that have the power," said Ben- 
jamin, in his calmness ; and 'tis no use our rising against 
it." 

"No use our rising? why 'tis enough to raise the 
country I If they wa^t taxes let lis have them, but not 
on the free gifts of our Maker." But then, as if her 
loyal heart had taken alarm at giving consent to a na- 
tional rebellion, she added, " You may rest sure 'tis none 
of your crown men have done it ; they'd have too much 
respect for the King that's above, to go taxing the light 
He has ^ven as free to the beggar as the prince : tis the 
doing of them that are always meddling with change 1 " 

"'Tis change^^^ replied Benjamin, "but 'tis become 
law, and we had best settle the windows while we've 
time to consider." 

Poor Margery was in no state for quietly considering^ 
so she only replied, " I settled once how the heaven's 
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light could best be let in, and I'm not going after settling 
now how to shut it out. Let them that haye* ruled for 
the darkness settle that." 

Margery was ironing, a few days after this conversa- 
tion, in her large and light back kitchen, when the tax- 
gatherer arrived, and entered in at the front door. Ben- 
jamin was fortunately at home, and he presently stepped 
to Margery, shutting the back-kitchen door behind him. 

'^The tax-gatherer's come, so we must settle, the 
lights." 

"Settle that without me," replied Margery, "it shall 
never be said that I gave my voice to put out the light ! " 
and there was a terrible sadness in her strong tone as she 
spoke. 

Benjamin was vexed: ho would gladly have saved 
every window for Margery's sake, but it was true there 
were more than were wanted ; charges were heavy on 
all sides ; and eight young children were abeady growing 
up around him. Yet he thought it hard to vex Margery ; 
but she must know it could not be helped ; so he took 
the t«tx-gatherer over the house to settle the windows 
alone. 

When aU was done, he returned and asked, " Could 
you give the man a morsel of food ? he is quite ready 
now." 

Margery's justice never lost itself in displeasure. She 
knew that the tax-gatherer was the servant, not the mas- 
ter :>{ the tax, and therefore, though he had entered her 
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home as the most unwelcome office-bearer in the world, 
she distinguished between the office and the man, and 
quickly loaded her hospitable hands with refreshments, 
which she carried to the kitchen, and spread out before 
him. 

*^ 'Tis a troublesome business I'm sent on," observed 
the man. 

'^That's their look out that sent you," replied Mar- 
gery. 

** So it is," he answered ; '' and after all it is only a 
question of money I " 

Margery's cheek flushed at this avowed connection be- 
tween money and light — two things that she believed 
ought never to have been put together ; but she refrained 
from all comment, and returned to her ironing again. 

The next morning early she was seen looking long out 
at the sunrise from the eastern window in the &vorite 
guest-chamber, as- if she knew that look must be the last. 
Margery said not a word when they blocked up one 
window in her large pleasant back kitchen, putting it all 
into gloom, obliging her ever after to work wj^h the 
upper half of the cold northern door open for more light. 
She said not a word when they blocked up one window 
in her boys' chamber, one in each of the guest-chambers 
— ^the eastern window in one and the western in the 
other ; she said not a word when they put out the only 
window of the upper chamber in the house, because it 
got a twilight from the casement on the stairs ; but when 
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thej planted themselves ready with their mortar and 
bricks to block up the light little parlor's western win- 
dow, Margery did speak, and said to her husband with a 
starting tear in her eye, " I do say I will not have that west 
window hricked. You have not had a child but it has 
spent the day of its baptism in that room, with its best 
friends about it, and the sun has gone down shining full 
on its young head in at that western window, and now 
if it must be darkened for money it shall only be hoarded^ 
and as sure as another babe has its baptism Fll have it 
righted for that day. Til not have half the light that 
shone down on the others, shut out above one, and that 
only for money I " So the west parlor-window had only 
boards nailed against it, and at every fresh baptism these 
were taken down, on that day, and on that day only the 
setting sun Hghted up the farm-parlor. Did that mother's 
silent heart on each baptismal day think of the time when 
the sun of her child's earthly life must go down ? did she 
trust that it would set in glory ? was it this feeling made 
her cling to the thought that the sun of that western sky 
should shine on each infant head? if so, in that same 
room that hope's fulfilment was abimdantly given« 



CHAPTER VII. 

TTTHAT has thrown a sudden grief oyer every &ce in 
YT the Tillage ? — stopped the senrants in their work^ 
the children in their plaj, while Margery and her hus- 
bnad stand sorrow-stricken, looking from their farm-kitch- 
en window up towards the old church tower and Hec- 
torj ? and, as the tidings spread along, not a face in the 
village whose expression does not tell of unexpected 
sorrow. It can be but one event that so touches the 
parish — ^its pastor has fallen asleep, and will wake no 
more upon, earth I Alas I then faded the gleam that 
from the village Eectory had fallen on the &rm, and 
cottage, and field, and Margery's eyes never saw it re* 
kindled again. 

** 1 knew it was not for nothing that they put out the 
light," Margery said, in her strong tone of sadness, " I 
knew 'twas against some evil that was coming, and now 
'tis come, and 'tis darkness indeed I " 

A few weeks passed away, when, one day, a stranger 
arrived at the farm. He was a clergyman, had come from 
the college, and asked for the key of the church. Ben- 
jamin was absent, so Margery put on her bomiet, and 

(68) 
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went up the hill with him. Margery formed her own 
opinion of the man before they reached the hill-top— not 
a favorable one; still, when he had looked into tk^ 
churchy she asked him to return and take refreshment at 
the farm; for never guest, whether stranger or friend, 
crossed Margery's threshold, but met with hospitality 
there. Having finished his repast, he departed. Mar- 
gery did not give one look to fo]Jow him, but she turned 
to her kitchen's southern window, and looked long up at 
the chancel of the church, where the friend of all hearts 
lay sleeping, and whose like, she could plainly see, it was 
not for them to hope to w^elcome again. 

" I hear the new Rector's been over," was the first 
thing her husband said on his return ; "is there any hope 
he's a right sort of man ? " 

" There's but little can be thought about him I " re- 
plied Margery, " he stood here and looked on the chil- 
dren, and all he had to say was, ' So many mouths, I 
wonder you can find bread to put in them I ' * Sir,' said I, 
* I never knew the God above send mouths, but he sent 
the bread to put in them I ' Not much use it will be for 
him to come teaching if he cannot reach a thought be- 
yond DOUBT I " 

Margery's decided character always formed a decided 
opinion, and she was rarely mistaken. Her judgments 
sometimes seemed hastily made, but they always turned 
on a principle. The clergyman might be supposed to 
have spoken without thought, but no thoughtlessness 
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that qnestioned the providence of Gk>d met with anj ex- 
cuse from Margeiy. Trust in the Qoi of proyidence, 
was as fixed a principle in her heart as trust in the Gk>d 
of nature. She prayed for bread to be given day by 
day ; rising early, she labored for it ; she was bountiful 
to the poor, but she never allowed the least thing to be 
wasted on indolence, extravagance, or finery; and so 
living, she doubted noi that bread would be given. 
Whenever a doubt of Qod's care was thrown in her 
path, she instantly trod on it, trampled it out, and went 
on. And her strong trust was honored ; the Gk>d of prov- 
idence so did His marvellous works for Margery, that 
they ought to be had in remembrance. 

The new Hector remained but a few months: the 
loneliness of the parish was unattractive to him ; and he 
exchanged Uvings with another fellow of his college, who, 
having quarrelled, report said, with his town parishioners^ 
was glad to take a village where no active opposition 
-could hinder his course. No need for Margery to wait 
for words from his lips ; one look was enough. He en- 
tered the Kectory, and gross darkness settled down on 
that beautiful dwelling, and spread its baneful influence 
around. But He whose name alone is Jehovah was still 
the Most High over all, and that His Name is near, Hia 
wondrous works declare. 

And now the farm became more and more shut up to 
itself. Margery's was not a character to invite much in- 
tercourse with neighbors. The Hectory had led into 
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association with other hearts and lives than their own, 
that now was closed ; and the family life of the farm 
grew and flourished alone. The plants that blossom but 
slowly seem guarded, at least for the most part, with a 
sheath of firm fabric in their leaves. Such a sheath was 
Margery to her home, within whose strong fold its house- 
hold life bloomed slowly, but in full beauty, when at 
length it expanded, blossom after blossom, until gathered 
to the skies. 

Benjamin and Margery both stood firm in their au* 
thority as parents. The house was full of children, who 
never felt themselves in the way ; their high spirits did 
not trouble their mother ; she understood them, and let 
them flow on. They had been trained from their infancy 
to an instant obedience to her word, which kept her rule 
easier as the children grew older. They sometimes had 
disputes with each other, but neither parent would ever al- 
low them to make any appeal to them. " Bring no quarrels 
to me," Margery would say, " I will not hear a com- 
plaint I shall see who is wrong before the sun is gone 
down, so settle it the best way you can, or I shall know 
what to do. Neither Benjamin nor Margery would 
ever pimish, nor even reprove anything in children or 
servants, except what they had themselves seen or 
known, apart firom all report from the children. But 
then they were so observant, that if a child had been in 
the wrong, the day seldom passed without the parent 
seeing proof that it was so ; and the certainty of this 
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quick observation generally made the offender hasten to 
get right, lest the eje of his parent should read his 
wrong-doing. It strengthened the children in right ef- 
forts; it strengthened their family union; and it strength- 
ened their moral principle ; for if thej complained of a 
servant or laborer, the mother was sure to say, " Don't 
come telling me what you have seen wrong ; if you had 
been what you ought to be, the wrong would not have 
been done in your presence, that you know." 

This principle of acting only on personal observation 
answered well on the farm; but then it was strengthened 
by the parental integrity that governed the house, and 
guarded by a watchful observation that nothing escaped. 
Benjamin and Margery had a very quick perception of 
wrong-doing, and could therefore safely leave all to their 
own observation ; but this quick perception was the result 
of their own moral integrity ; they had from their youth 
tried to do the thing that was right, and this gave them a 
quick eye to see when it was wrong. Obedience and 
truth were lessons learned by each child of Margery's, 
and most carefully their mother watched over their words. 
She knew well that if the mind frames the words, so also 
do the words frame the mind. Simple as words could be 
were the words of her children, but so pure and true, that^ 
as life advanced, many a mind of intellect and refinement 
found refreshment in their society; the maternal care 
that dwelt always in the midst, had exerted -an influence 
over them that proved a far richer gift than of silver and 
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gold. Like all noble natures, there dwelt no suspicion in 
Margery, creating the evil it expected to find ; watchful, 
but not suspicious, she maintained the dignity of true 
authority, which can always allow a freedom to others in 
proportion to its own conscious strength. Under such a 
training the bloom of youthful vigor, the open courage of 
truth, and the willing labor of diligent work, set their 
stamp on her children for life. Their love for their 
mother bore the aspect of reverence, but it was a loving 
reverence that not only obeyed, with rare exceptions, 
her slightest wish, but enshrined in their hearts every 
feeling of hers as a law for their life. 

The school to which Benjamin sent his boys was a 
small grammar-school in a neighboring town ; the town, 
though not large, had its antiquities and charities, of 
which this grammar-school was one. By the will of the 
excellent founder, the Psalms appointed for each day 
were always read by the boys : this regulation was wel- 
come to little Stephen, because of the reverence and love 
he had so early felt for the Bible. Every boy in that 
school learned to write a fair hand, and some of Benja- 
min's sons excelled in beautiful penmanship ; they learned 
to read distinctly, and were taught the first rules of arith- 
metic ; and at this point the grammar-school considered 
its work was complete. It took some years to attain to 
this degree of education ; and the town lying distant firom 
the village, seven donkeys were kept on the farm. Each 
son of Benjamin claimed one of these donkeys as his own; 
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and thougH the lads were not all of an age to go to school 
at the same time, jet each boy had his donkej, and made 
it his business and pleasure to tend and train the animal 
with such skill and kindness that the whole seven were 
raised quite abore the average of donkeys ; and both in 
appearance and intelligence gave evidence of being so 
entirely well-bred| that all who saw them looked on them 
admiringly. Happily the true secret of successful train* 
ing was well known; there was no unmanageable crea- 
ture on that flEirmi save occasionally a bull, whose mal- 
practices could not be mended. No cruelty or unkind- 
ness within doors or without broke the harmony of that 
happy farm. The boys, trained from infancy themselves 
with a justice that they knew would never fail, a firmness 
that never yielded, and a kindness that never spoiled, 
practised the same on the creatures around them. The 
donkeys must obey their young masters, but then the 
donkeys, from their birth as foals on the farm, li^ere 
always treated with kindness, and never had an opportu- 
nity of getting up any dislike to authority which was 
reasonable, kind, and strong. 

Stephen had called his young donkey Blackberry, 
from its very dark coat. When Stephen first went t6 
school Blackberry was not ready for service, so he rode 
another donkey, and had, as he said, the regular breaking- 
«in of Blackberry to his mind. When Stephen thought 
^tbs breaking-in was accomplished, he rode Blackberry 
to school, and the sleek donkey excited great admiration* 
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At the evening mounting for the return Home, there was 
a general gathering of the boys round the new handsome 
donkey, and many questions were put to its young master, 
who felt himself an important person on the occasion. 
'^The stubborn in him is to come yet," said a boy ; *' there 
never was a donkey bom and bred yet without it I " 

'^I can tell you then," said Stephen, "that 'tis not the 
bom,' but the bad breaking gets the stubbom into beasts. 
My father's right when he says, 'Don't talk to me about 
stubbom I beasts are sensible enough, if you go the right 
way to work; 'tis you hay'n't got the sense how to man* 
age them, that's the long and short of it aU.'" 

" Tell us how you brought him to," said a boy. 

" Tell us how you went at it," said another. 

" "Well," answered Stephen, " I suppose there's a right 
and a wrong way, and the end will pretty soon show 
which way you've been after. 'Twas not reasonable to 
think that if he never knew the meaning of me till I got 
on his back he should be all right for minding me then ; 
so I made much of him beforehand ; there wasn't a place 
he would not follow me into, or try at it at any rate ; and 
now as soon as ever he hears me come chirmping after 
him he's all as gay as a lark." 

'' Let's see how hell start I " cried a boy, not without a 
secret mischievous intent But Stephen lifted the rein, 
gave a whistle, and off went Blackberry as fleet as the * 
wind, until Stephen caught up his brothers on the road.^ . 

There were keen eyes on Stephen and Blackberry, to 
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find out, if possible, some flaw in the well-trained donke j. 
All went on right, until one day, when the rain had made 
a water channel over the road. Blackberry came to a sud- 
den halt at the runnel, and threw his young master over 
his head. A laugh rose from his brothers as Stephen got 
up from the mud ; they rode on to school, and left Stephen 
alone with his donkey. And now it might for once have 
gone ill with poor Blackberry, and all Stephen's good 
training of his animal been lost in one act of unreasonable 
anger ; but Stephen thought of his mother, and what she 
would be certain to say if he afid Blackberry fell out on 
the way ; lr>r justice could never be cheated ; and Stephen 
cared more for what she thought and said, than for all the 
boys in the kingdom put together. He felt it provoking 
that his brothers should have ridden through and Black- 
berry alone made a halt ; provoking to have perhaps to go 
late into school and see the boys make a laugh, and ask 
if the stubborn had got the better after all; still he re- 
solved he would keep master of himself if he could not of 
Blackberry, for he knew well enough, from all his home 
teaching, that to keep master over himself was the sure 
road to highest success in the end. So having at first in 
vain tried to lead Blackberry over the runnel, he now tied 
his handkerchief over Blackberry's eyes, but still the don- 
key would not go ; he moimted and urged him, but not a 
step would he move. ** Ho, ho, and so you won't be 
cheated ? " said Stephen ; " and not to blame neither ; I 
would not be made to go blindfold where I would not go 
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seeing I " Stephen looked round, the banks were too high 
to break oyer, and there was no friendly gate into which 
he could lead Blackberry hj way of avoiding the road. 
So he turned Blackberry into the hedge, while he cut down 
small branches and strewed them thickly oyer the runnel; 
then, taking out the small cake of bread which he had for 
his dinner, he gave a piece to Blackberry before he took 
him out of the hedge, then cutting up the rest into nar- 
row slices, he laid them down on the branches across the 
runnel. Blackberry stooped and ate up the first, stepped 
on after the second, and so on until fairly over; then 
Stephen sprang on his back. Once oyer the runnel, the 
donkey was willing to go as fast as his yS&ng master 
pleased, who felt twice master because he had also con- 
quered himself in his own impulse of anger. 

On returning, the sun had dried up the water, and the 
donkey was intent on reaching home. But Stephen felt 
that the point must be settled ; so, after tea, he went to 
his mother. " Mother, it cost me the biggest half of my 
diimer to get Blackberry over a water nmnel to-day ; if I 
had a carrot, I think I could cure him of such fancies as 
that." 

"Yes, child, half a dozen, if it be to save the stick 
upon Blackberry." 

Stephen ran down the garden with his great pocket- 
knife in his hand, and as he ran he said to himself 
"Mother don't love the stick, though she knows right 
well how to use it 1 " The largest carrot was pulled, and 
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peeled to look temptingly red ; then Blackberry was led 
out to one of the many little streams to be fomid there- 
about, to one as much as possible like the morning hin- 
drance on the way to school Stephen let &11 a few 
slices beyond the water-run. At first he let Blackberry 
walk over to reach them, then, dropping more, he rode 
him across, and finally rode him up quickly to another 
water-run, throwing the bits of carrot oyer before him. 
Blackberry stopped, sidled a little, but went oyer, and the 
second time made no objection. Blackbeny had had a 
great fancy for carrots from a foal ; and, after a Utile prac- 
tice in this way, on different occasions, water-runs and 
carrots became so agreeably associated in Blackberry's 
mind, that he never afterward felt a water run any hin- 
drance in the way. 

" There, mother, the carrot has got the better of that 
fancy. I*d have given my pocket-penny sooner than not 
have had a carrot I " 

" I reckon, child, 'tis you have gained the victory, and 
in more ways than one. Go the right way to work, keep 
master over yourself and ye may stand king to the crea- 
tures; but try the wrong way, and ye may be sure 'twill 
be the worse for ye some day I " 

Priceless to her children was that mother's rare praise. 
And so the seven donkeys, each trained to perfection, 
proved a good beginning for lads under whose care, for 
half a century, the animal creation was to flourish and 
rejoice. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

rpHERE was a hero on the farm, hj name Gru£^ a mas* 
X tiff of great strength and fierceness. Gnifif* seemed 
to consider his position fullj equal in dignity and author- 
ity to any other that he saw around. Benjamin had a 
great value for the dog, who returned his master's friend- 
ship by strictest fidelity, without any demonstration of 
affection. Gruff had never made a friendship in hi^ life ; 
he did not appear to consider any one sufficiently his equal 
to be caressed as a friend. The most that any one could 
expect was to come and go immolested, — ^the only excep- 
tion to this negative friendship being in favor of his 
master; for, if Benjamin had been out, Gruff would in 
exprebbion go so far as slightly to wag his tail on his 
master's return. When the children grew old enough to 
run about, many a charge was given, " Be sure you don't 
go near Gru£" Marg^y did not share in this fear ; she 
said she '^ never yet knew the farm-dog that would harm 
the farm-child, and, for her part, she thought that they 
who stuck close to their business like Gru£^ were the folk 
most to be trusted in a fair way afler all." And it was 
not long before little Stephen was seen peeping out of 

Graff's kennel, in which he had hid himself, and a slight 
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wag was perceptible of Gmfif's short tail, showing that he 
shared in the pleasure of the achievement And very- 
soon Gruff became the children's greatest friend. When 
they gathered round him he would stand up, hang his 
ears, drop his head, and remain in passive endurance 
of all their hugs' and caresses. Gruff had not been un- 
chained for years, his great ferocity being well known in 
the neighborhood. But the man who fed him one day 
lifted Stephen upon him, put his little sister behind him, 
in the fashion of a pillion, then unchaining Gruff led him 
off the farm, round by the roads, and so home again. 
Margery shook her head, and said, " You'll go too far 
for safety some day;" but the man often allowed Gruff to 
perform this heroic act of forbearance, and always de- 
clared that it did not signify who met Gruff on the road ; 
the dogs said what they liked to him, creatures that he 
would at other times have destroyed at one gripe, snap- 
ped at him unnoticed ; not even a beggar drew forth any 
displeasure ; he carried the children, with the steadiest 
attention to their comfort, turned home when desired, and 
stood at his kennel until they were safely ofl^ then looked 
up at them with the same slight wag of his tail, which 
seemed to say he felt satisfied at having given them the 
pleasure. 

The children had other friends beyond the limits of the 
farm. One of these was Benedict, the village blacksmith ; 
he was a man of great strength and skill, and a chief 
favorite with Stephen. If Stephen were missed, he was 
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often to be found standing beside Benedict at bis forge ; 
and the observation of tbe child went beyond the red 
metal and fiery sparks of tbe blacksmith* He learned to 
distinguish good work in a trade so important to farmers, 
and made a friendship with Benedict which lasted through 
life. There were other old-&shioned tradesmen who lived 
round about the &rm, men who took their stand on good 
work rather than on outward show. Of these, the prin- 
cipal were Jolly, the carpenter ; and old Faithful^ the har- 
ness-maker. This last old man's name was not Faithful, 
but the boys called him so, because he never broke a prom- 
ise. He was too honest, men said, to grow rich in a 
village harness-maker's trade, and too industrious ever to 
come to poverty. The old man worked all day in his 
little shop, with shining leather and bright brass hanging 
round him, and on no one did his mild face beam more 
kindly than on his young friends from the &rm. It was 
an object of interest to the boys to save money to buy 
one tool after another used by the old harness-maker, or 
Jolly, the carpenter. And they soon learned to puncture 
the holes in the harness, to polish and mend. Daniel and 
Philip took most to these neat arts, and were always 
ready for any job of carpentering or harness mending, 
that might be within their skill to accomplish. It was 
capital cheer to the boys when they could get as far as 
old Faithful's, the harness-maker; who lived in another 
village six miles from the farm, but who, though distant, 
was yet their chief friend, for the cheer was not less when 
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thej saw his little cart driving in at the farm-gate. Their 
mother well knew how such interest in childhood would 
help to keep them from evil in youth, and she silentlj 
encouraged all innocent pursuits. And the tradesmen 
made it a pleasure to teach their knowledge to boys so 
civil in manner, so pleasant in behavior, and quick to 
catch the right thing when put before them. Nor must 
little Spedly, the tailor, be forgotten in their circle of 
friends ; he had no children, and he said he thought twice 
as much of them at the &rm as he believed her could ever 
have done of his own I So many boys made much work 
for him, and he made much fun for them. ELis extremely 
small size and comic look was irresistible to the active 
merry boys, who would often spring in unexpectedly, lift 
him up on their shoulders and carry him o£^ with hia 
crutch left behind, to some safe place in the garden, from 
which return was impossible alone. Then the boys danced 
in t^eir glee, and the small tailor pleaded with fun peep* 
ing out from his little keen eyes. '^ Oh, my coat sleeves I 
my day's work 1 'twill be the end of all &vors for me 1 " 
" When mother counts your stitches you shall reign king 
of the needle, but till then you may just as well have a 
turn with us between 1" '^ Count my stitches 1 if they 
be not too quick for a body to reckon 111 never stitch 
here again ; but she knows when the sleeve is seamed for 
all you may say. Oh take pity, and 111 make soldiers ol 
you some day I " " When mother scolds, tell her we Ve 
just been afier helping you a bit, and see if she don't 
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know wliat that means I " So the lads had their ftm, and 
the small tailor his part in it, though it took some courage 
to feel safe in the wild freaks of the boys. But there was 
no one save his wife, that little Spedly the tailor loved 
like Margery's sons through his long after life. 

There were other pleasures at the £a,rm for its children 
beside work, and friendship, and fun ; they all greatly 
loved music. Their £a,ther played well on the horn, and 
took a great delight in haying his children instructed on 
the instruihent that each one might like the best. Mar- 
gery said she considered that if music and melody were 
so much followed in heaven, they ought to be tried at on 
earth ; and she should always approve that each son of 
hers should perform on the instrument he might &ncy 
best, and 'twas for him to see he did his part well upon it. 
No piano or harpsichord was introduced, because, though 
it was music greatly admired, it was not thought the 
right thing for a £arm. It became an established custom, 
that one hour after tea should be given every evening to 
this family harmony. Some of Margery's sons had fine 
voices, whioh they interchanged with their instruments, 
bassoon and serpent, violin, French-horn, flageolet, and 
two flutes; their sisters sang with them in parts, and Elsie, 
dear Elsie, who had no gift of song, performed on the tam« 
bourine. They &ithfrilly kept to the old English Psalm 
tunes, to which they sang the old version of the Psalms ; 
varied with chants and anthems, and a few magnificent 
hymns, such as Luther's, and occasionally Handel's water- 
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piece went off with a flourish of instruments at the end. 
And as the music swelled, and its harmony flowed through 
the open window in summer, the passers-by in the distant 
road stopped beneath the elm-trees to listen. 

Then a wish was expressed in the parish that Benja- 
min's sons should lead the singing at church. Benjamin 
said he could never be against his sons doing their best in 
the worship of God. So the parishioners built a gallery 
for them ; and Sunday after Sunday, from her large pew 
below, Margery saw her seven sons lead the praises of 
Grod in the sanctuary; while her daughters sat with her, 
and from their mother's side raised their voices, to join the 
chorus of their more distant brothersi 

No household of twelve children could have seemed 
more ready for a hand to lead them on to the kingdom of 
heaven ; but that hand was not yet given I Reverence 
and loyalty had grown with them from birth, they honored 
and obeyed their parents, respected their superiors in sta- 
tion, and showed kindness to all. Holy things were holy 
to them ; with wit and frm abounding amongst them, the 
least mention of holy things brought a silence and awe 
over them all, from their childhood. They seemed to 
stand on the threshold of the kingdom of heaven, with 
none to show them the Door by which alone they could 
enter in. Some memory they carried with them of the 
early instruction of their venerable pastor, but he was laid 
in the chancel before Margery's youngest children were 
bom ; and their mother ha4 need of more heavenly teach* 
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ing herself to enable her clearly to understand, and freely 
to speak to her children of Him who has said, '^ I am the 
Way, the Truth, and the Life ; no man cometh unto the 
Father but by Me." 

'^ I tell you what, Sam," said Christiana, as she stepped 
into the back kitchen late one dark winter evening, "you 
will be very much to blame if you don't take in hand to 
do as you said. If I were you, I would have no words 
about it, but take the horse and the lantern at once, and 
make your way to our young master and tell him the 
truth. If one won't speak, another must, or worse trouble 
will come of it" 

" Tm ready," said Sam ; " IVe never had two minds 
upon that. You can tell our master in the morning 
that you sent me off by night without disturbing of 
him." 

"Yes, and make all the haste that ye can. I wish 
enough you were therej and our young master here ! " 
Sam lighted the lantern and went out soflly. His mistress 
was ill, and no one except the faithful servants seemed to 
lay it to heart. Sam Grist had sat up the £j:st half of 
several nights^ and Christiana the whole ] the doctor said 
there was danger, still the master saw no reason for send* 
ing off for his son. Christiana and Sam Grist better 
knew the heart of their poor mistress ; they had spoken 
many times of taking it upon themselves if no one else 
did, and now, when their old and young masters were 
sleeping, Sam Grist started off in the darkness, riding fast 



86 bhgland'b TBOHxir: vbox livx. 

along the high road with the stable lantern beside him ; 
and Christiana went back t6 keep watch by her mistress. 

The night was long in tossings to and £ro under the 
feyer of sickness. Sometimes Christiana heard the 
prayer, "Lord, lighten our darkness, for the love of 
Thine only Son." Sometimes her poor mistress was 
talking to the old shepherd Benezer ; then welcoming her 
aged mother-in-law with a tone of joy, as if she saw her 
again after her long years of absence. Sleep came 
towards morning, and on waking she said to Christiana, 
" Should you think that poor Ben has heard of my sick- 
ness ? " 

"I reckon he has by this time," replied Christiana, 
"and we shall for certain see him here before sunset." 
It was a word of earthly promise that soothed the earthly 
unrest, and the burning head lay in quieter thought on its 
pillow until sleep relieved it again. 

When the master heard that Sam had gone off in the 
night, it seemed to awal^en him to a sense of the probable 
end of this illness, and he took Christiana's place for some 
time that morning by the sick-bed of his wife ; but she was 
wandering, looked at him vacantly, did not seem to know 
him ; his own conscience reproached him, and he was glad 
to get away from the reproof that lay for him in the un- 
conscious gaze of that silent face. He went out to his 
fields, and began to feel anxious lest the poor mother should 
die before the son came. 

But Benjaciin lost not a moment; leaving Sam Orist 
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belmid to rest himself and his horse, he started at onoe for 
the sick-bed of his mother. The ear of death is quick to 
hear, and the dying mother looked up and said to 
Christiana, ''Tis the footfall of my poor Ben's own 
horse that I hear on the roadside ! Oh ! Christiana, he's 
come I " 

Christiana looked out ; he was not yet in view, but in 
two minutes more he stopped at the gate. He was soon 
in the room, kneeling down by the bed, and his tears 
flowing &8t. The doctor had been ; he said his patient 
was weaker, and sinking quickly, but all^^andenng left 
her mind at the sight of her son ; that one dear calming 
stay of her troubled earthly life — ^the restful face of her 
boy — ^was before her in death. She could speak to him 
as she could to no other ; he had shared her troubles, he 
could best share her joy. 

" Ben, my poor Ben, don't fret for your mother ; it's 
oyer now, past and gone, like the night gloom all lost in 
the morning 1 " 

"Not over yet, mother; the Almighty may hear my 
prayer and yet spare your life." 
% " 'Tisn't life I was minding, 'tis all of them troubles I 
mean. They seem so far behind me IVe lost sight of 
them now; and there's only comfort, comfort, comfort. I 
see Him I've prayed to so often, and them as taught me 
to pray, and they all look down so cheerful on me as if 
they knew there was no trouble more. I don't know very 
well were I am, bat 'tis all light as day; 'tis as your dear 
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grandmother always said it would be, ' there^s no dark* 
ness left,' a&d I don't know right well, but I think it must 
be what Benezer often spoke on, ' A song in the night' 
This world's nothing now, Ben, and the sin that did 
trouble me is clean put out of the way. Tis the Al- 
mighty has done it, as I so often begged of Him that He 
would, for the lore of His only Son our, Saviour Jesus 
Christ" 

Then the weeping Christiana gave some wine to her 
mistress, who slept after taking it with her hand in her 
Benjamin's. She woke again, but spoke to no one, only 
they heard her still faintly saying at times, " For the love 
of thine only Son, our Saviour Jesus Chrisf Ajid when 
Sam Grist returned, his mistress was gone. How glad 
was his faithful heart that he had won that last drop of 
earthly comfort, to sweeten her cup of many sorrows that 
she now would drink of no more. 

Benjamin returned home the next day, and brought 
Margery back with him to follow their dear mother to the 
grave, where they laid her to sleep beside the green turf 
that covered the diet of the angel mother-in-law she had 
listened to and loved. 



CHAPTER IX. 

• 

Ci T WOULDN'T be the one," said Christiana, " to hide 
A it from you, Sam ; IVe given my word to Farmer 
Day, and our banns are to be published on Sunday. I 
am sure he's full as good as I am, not to say better ; 
and there's but few men, 'tis my belief would have 
waited so patient when I could never set them a time." 

"'Tis all ordered for the best," Sam Grist replied, 
" and I know right well that a blessing will follow you, 
let you go where you will, if it were only for the sake of 
our poor mistress that's gone I " 

And Sam Grist turned away ; the sudden tidings had 
affected him. He had shared the household place of 
service with Christiana from the time when they were 
both in their youth, and now, when Christiana was fifty, 
and Sam Grist over sixty, it seemed hard to lose her, and 
have to see a stranger in her place doing all the things 
wrong that Christiana had done right, and setting aside 
the good ways of the poor mistress that was gone. But 
Sam said to himself, " I can't blame her, I am sure ; Far- 
mer Day is worthy to have her ; he's waitc^d on these 
five years and more, and never troubled her one way or 

(89) 
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other, for he knew 'twas the love of her poor mistress 
that kept her denjing of him. And I am sure there's no 
comfc rt left in doors, save to think the Almighty's angels 
have, been here, and that lies but heavy when the place 
knows them no more. If I may but taste of their heav- 
enly comfort 'tis all I look after now, for 'tis plain there'll 
be no stay here when Christina is gone." 

Isaac Day rented a small farm in the parish ; he had for 
many years been a widower, his children were married, 
and his small farm only wanted such a mistress as Chris- 
tiana he thought would be, to make it as comfortable for 
him in his age as it had once been to him in youth. He 
had kept everything up both indoors and without to a 
pattern of neatness ; yet Farmer Day and all around him 
looked perceptibly brighter at the prospect of his long-- 
patient hope being near its fulfilment. Christiana had 
lost both her parents, and had no relations near, but every 
one in the parish felt a respect for her. Mrs. Fenforth, 
Margery's mother, out of kind feeling to Benjamin's fam- 
ily, and esteem for Christiana as a most faithful servant, 
invited her to stay on the wold farm, and herself gave the 
wedding breakfast. Her master felt in some measure the 
debt that he owed her, and bestowed on her many things 
that had belonged to her mistress, which Christiana valued 
more than any new purchased giffcs. And Benjamin said 
that the least he could do was to be at the wedding and 
give the faithful Christiana away. The day before the 
wedding he drove over to the wold farm, not in his gig, 
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but in bis ligbt cart, witb bis two eldest girls beside bim, 
and bridal gifts for Cbristiana most carefully packed in 
bebind ; bis cbiljjren sent tbeir cosset lamb of tbat year, 
Margery one of ber young calves of tbe summer before, 
witb gifts of poultry and some bousebold offerings beside. 
Farmer Day bad been invited by Mrs. Fenfortb tbat 
evening to tea, and now sbe called bim out to see Cbris- 
tiana's wedding gifts, tbe £utbful Cbristiana baving bast- 
ened out first at sigbt of ber young master's cbildren. 
Margery bad trimmed tbeir bonnets witb wbite love, 
and put tbem on print frocks of soft grey, as tbey could 
not wear colors, for tbeir dear grandmotber's sake. Ben- 
jamin brougbt Cbristiana a wbite sbawl for tbe wedding, 
baving beard tbat thougb sbe bad consented ber gown 
sbould be lavender, sbe meant to wear tbe small black 
clotb sbawl trimmed witb crape tbat sbe bad bougbt to 
mourn for ber mistress. Benjamin told ber tbat wbite 
garments must be nearer tbe mark for tbem tbat tbougbt 
rightly of tbe place wbere bis poor motber was gone ; 
and when sbe saw bis girls in their wbite tippets done 
up for tbe occasion, sbe could not but say that the thing 
seemed all settled for her that way. It was a pretty sigbt 
in tbe farmyard to see the children alighting, witb aU their 
anxiety about tbe gifts packed in bebind. Benjamin in 
bis black coat witb the deep crape on his hat, notwith- 
standing all bis thoughts about the white garments being 
nearer tbe mark; Mrs. Fenfortb bent on making tbe 
most of tbe occasion ; Farmer Fenfortb catching tbe cosset 
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lamb in bis arms till tbe girls ran romid to bold their 
pet safely, then looking on witb bis bonest-bearted &cq 
and declaring tbat Benezer sbonld matcb it as true as be 
conld witb a young lamb from bis fold. And tbe •girls 
looking up and sayings ^'Ob, grandfather, Benezer can 
never matcb Daisy 1 Mother says she never saw such a 
beauty ; we should not have given it away to any one 
but Christiana 1" And Christiana stood by with her 
womanly charms, looking brighter and more attractive 
than ever ; and Farmer Day, in his high-topped boots and 
his Sunday coat, beside her, all his face one pleasant smile 
on the happy occasion. So Christiana was married, and 
many a peaceful year succeeded to the sorrows she had 
shared, which, having been borne by her for others, she 
was not called to go through for herself. Sam Grist re* 
mained in liis place on the farm ; it was not so desolate 
for him as it would have been for Christiana, because his 
work lay mostly out of doors, and all the animals on the 
fjEirm were friends to him, his kind heart attaching to him 
every creature that he tended. 

When little Stephen in his childhood read the Psalms 
month by month in the grammar-school, there were two 
verses that always arrested his thoughts, the 8th and 9th 
of the 118th Psalm, "It is better to trust in the Lord, 
than to put confidence in man. It is better to trust in the 
Lord, than to put confidence in princes.'' He always 
took more notice of these verses than of any others, and 
each month as he read them they fixed themselves deeper 
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in his thonghtfal mind. It was remarkable that the boy 
should 80 early choose, in the Divine Word, the principle 
that so strongly governed his mother's heart through life; 
it did not come to him in any conscious connexion with 
his mother, it made its own separate and powerful im- 
pression, yet it is probable that the seeing her rest every 
difficulty in her high trust in Gk)d, made him more thought- 
ful on the subject when it came before him in the striking 
language of the Psalm. So, while yet a child, Stephen 
chose those two verses for his own, and settled that he 
would always think upon them and mind them. And 
now his school days had been long over, and he had taken 
his place amongst the laborers on the farm ; for Benjamin 
trained each of his sons, as they grew old enough, to 
regular work. He always said that " the best wealth to 
a farmer was his own practical knowledge ; that he ought 
to stand as the best workman, before he had to stand as 
the master." And on this principle it was that he trained 
all his sons, and Margery her daughters. Stephen and 
his brothers were out at their work by five o'clock in the 
morning ; they guided the plough, drove the harrow and 
roll ; but the plough was their chief pleasure, because of 
the skill it required. Stephen often rose at midnight to 
go out with the wagon, to carry com, which was chiefly 
threshed and sold in the winter. Mile after mile ho trod 
the frosty roads beside his long team of horses with his 
whip in his hand, the stars shining clear and cold above 
him, and silence in the land all around. Then it was thai 



M SVaLAND'8 tsoxsn: fbok litx. 



he pondered many thingSi and often repeated the words 
that 80 stronglj impressed him in childhood, " It is hotter 
to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in man ; it is 
better to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in 
princes." He weighed their meaning well, and bound 
them to his heart as the law of his life. 

The wind never blew strong oyer the farm withonl 
Margerj giving a thought to the <^d household tree. 
She had felt more than she was prepared for when she 
saw it left alone on the hill-side, after sheltering the home 
from generati(^ to generation. Yet the tree, though 
left exposed to the winds, had been an3rthing but desolate, 
for it was the children's chief playfellow. Their favorite 
haunt was beneath its wide branches, and as soon as each 
boy felt the vigor of his limbs, his first achievements in 
using them were made on the old tree ; they climbed it, 
peeped out firom its green leaves, sang their sweet psalms 
in its old boughs, and loved the tree like a friend. The 
old tree looked down on their pastimes, waved over their 
young heads, and shed its rich leaves in autumn to come 
out again attired in green verdure in the spring. And 
the old tree had seen its children when they heeded it 
not — ^when their young hearts were all sorrow, and their 
tears falling fast ; they had lost first an infant brother, and 
then a sister from amongst them, and two and two in their 
little dresses of black they had followed their parents, 
hand in hand, behind the.lost brother and sister, under the 
tree's spreading branches^ down the green hill, up to the 
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old clitircliyard, to lay each departed little one in its grassy 
grave, to slumber there until the Saviour shall call it to 
awake and live for ever with Him. When the strong 
wind woke Margery at night, she always listened with a 
thought of the tree. And now one night came a storm, 
the wind caught the branches, and with a terrible crash 
down came the tree. 

Not one little sleeper had been awakened by the storm 
or the crash of the old tree when it fell ; and the younger 
children could hardly believe it was true, until they one 
and all stood around it, and saw it covering the hiU-side 
with its great prostrate branches. They felt it a friend 
whose sheltering arms they had lost. Margery went not 
out with the children to look, and she said but little in 
reply to their words ; she liked not the fall of the roof* 
tree I Her husband saw that it troubled her more than 
might have been expected ; and when at length the old 
tree had been all cleared away, and its stump with much 
labor dug out, he went himself and chose a little sapling- 
ash from the wood, brought it home, and with his own 
hand planted it in the same spot where the old tree had 
stood. 

" Mother, mother, come quick I " said little Edward, 
" father's now going to set in the new tree I " 

" So he may," answered Margery, " Vm not coming to 
see." 

'' Qh mother, 'twill stand right where the old roof-tree 
stood.** 
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" So it may, 'twill be no roof-tree to me I " 
The child ran back to be in time for the planting, un* 
able to understand whj the mother should not care for 
the new tree ; but Benjamin read his wife's heart in her 
words, when his child said, surprised, '' Mother says 'twill 
be no roof-tree to her I " The young tree was planted, 
and grew, and to this day sheds its soft shadow on the 
green turf below. And though its fibrous roots interfere 
now with one land drain, and now another, for the springs 
on that hill-side are abundant, yet the laborers work and 
the tiles are replaced, that the ash tree may waye on un- 
disturbed by the sons, because planted by the hand of 
their father. 

It was soon after this, that fear of invasion in our 
country cs^used a general training to arms ; and Benjamin 
found, by what he heard at the market town, that he 
must give a son to the militia. It was a startling propo- 
sal to bear home to the rural quiet of that lonely English 
farm, and his first thought was of Margery — how she 
would take to the tidings. But Margery was Roman 
matron enough to haye yielded up her seven sons to 
their country's defence, and loyal-hearted enough to have 
made them each one a cavalier. However, on any ques» 
tionable subject her husband always began cautiously, 
setting but small sail at first, until he saw which turn the 
wind was likely to take, knowing well by experience 
that it would sweep pretty strong whichever quarter it 
lay in. 
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" It seems," Benjamin said, " by what I can hear, that 
they will look for one of our boys to train in the militia." 

" Better send one at once, then," replied Margery. 

" I don't know that we need be beforehand," said Ben- 
jamin; "they are pretty sure not to look over our 
seven." 

" But if you know the boy's wanted, that's enough," 
responded Margery ; " are the lads to sit round the fire 
till the crown comes and orders them out ? If a boy of 
ours be to go, let him be found standing ready." 

Benjamin finally consulted Margery on which son 
should go. , 

"Why, the one that's most fit, and I should reckon 
that's Stephen; he's not quite so tall as Nathaniel or 
Daniel, but he's the strongest boy that we have, and as 
firm as any one of them in the thing he takes* in hand. 
He'll never lay open his country's crown to an enemy ; 
let him go, and God bless him I " 

Stephen's high spirits rose to welcome the choice : his 
regimentals were first-rate, to do honor, not to him, but 
to the service in which he was to wear them : his 
helmet with its colored plume was heavy enough for 
the strong neck of an " Ironside ; " and his sword of such 
a length as perhaps few, save a broad-shouldered yeoman, 
could wield : he had a scarlet cloak for night encamp- 
ments; and he rode a black charger, named Starlight. 
He was already a first rate horseman, and Starlight had 
been trained in perfection by Stephen himself. It was 

5 
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groat joj to all that the good horse was now not to be 
sold, because Stephen must haye him, to fight for his 
country. The horse was a beautiful animal, and well off 
in the hands and the care of his rider. One white star 
on his forehead, one on his side, and another on its fore 
foot, won for him the appropriate name of Starlight. All 
the household assembled at the farm-gate to see Stephen 
and Starlight make their first start in the service of the 

« 

crown. Beared in the heart of such peace as blessed 
that English farm. Starlight did not understand being 
mounted with the accoutrements of war; lie pranced, 
turned about, and snorted. Stephen let him have his 
fancies, as he said, imtil he could settle his mind as to 
what was upon him ; but as Starlight was rather longer 
than usual in reaching the right conclusion, Ste|>hen 
made a remonstrance, '*Come, sir I What, isn't jour 
mind made up yet? I can tell you mine is, and the 
crown wants us both I " Of course this was final, and 
Starlight galloped off for the charge, as the best trained 
war-horse in the land might have done. 

War on our own peaceful fields was in mercy averted. 
God's shield was extended over England, and saved her 
then from the dreadful strife of the battle-field. Had it 
been otherwise, and Stephen been called to the conflict, 
an early grave would have covered a hero, or his deeds 
as a soldier been his laurels through life. But Stephen 
was training by Heaven for the yet harder strife, in 
which no force but that of calm self-restraint, highest 
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moral courage, and a firm hold of truth, could prevaiL 
All these graces may emioble, though thej are not always 
the accompaniments of the warrior. True laurels are un- 
fading, and will be verdant in heayeu; Such many a 
soldier's have been, and such Stephen won; while his 
war accoutrements were finally laid up at the fitrm-^un- 
touched by the blood of a foeman, to repose there as the 
trophies of peace. 

All looked prosperous now at the farm. Stephen and 
Starlight forgot the roll call and the marshal file, and the 
soldier's hand guided the plough. But an invader drew 
near whom no warlike array can appal ; the angel of 
death entered Margery's home^ not now to bear one of 
her bright children away, but to take the husband — ^the 
father. The warning was short, and the bereavement 
unlocked for ; poor Margery stood a widow, alone in the 
midst of her fatherless children. Strong grief is a terrible 
thing, but there was no violent expression in Margery's 
hour of woe. She wept as she never wept before, but 
her deepest anguish lay buried in her silent heart. The 
light she had attained to still guided her spirit through 
the terrible gloom that had so suddenly darkened around 
her. "My poor children," she said, "Qod forbid we 
should murmur I It is the Lord, let the Almighty do 
what He will ! He has promised He will care for the 
widow and the iatherles^and He won't be less good than 
His word I " 

Alas I there was not one to draw near with words of 
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peace bom the God of the widow, not one to help her to 
read sorrow's lesson aright, in the light of that loye that 
shines from the cross of Him who bore our sorrows and 
carried our grie& ; none to testify of Jesns — ^whose pres- 
ence is light in our darkness, peace to the broken in 
heart, and the very balm of life in our bitterest cup. That 
strong matron, bowed with a sorrow the world conld not 
lighten, on Sunday, in her deep weeds of widowhood, as- 
cended the hill, amidst her eleven children, to worship 
Ood in the sanctuary — a sight that woke tenderness in the 
hearts and eyes of the peasants as they passed, but no 
pastor's benediction was breathed on the widow and the 
&therless. 



CHAPTER X. 

WE have sometimes to le&m in sorrow tliat God's 
ways are not our ways, nor His thoughts our 
thoughts; but &ith finds its rest in the assurance that 
this is because they are hioheb. " For as the heavens 
are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than 
your ways, and my thoughts than your thoughts.'' *'It 
is high as heaven, what canst thou know?" must silence 
our hearts when we would question and judge the mys- 
tery of God's divine providence. Margery questioned 
not nor murmured. Her eldest son occupied a separate 
farm in the same parish, but six sons and four daughters 
still filled the parental home when the bereavement 
came that deprived it of a husband and a father. Truly 
the roof-tree had Men I and left with so large a family, 
and sons so young, Margery felt herself a widow in- 
deed, and desolate. But she lad long trained her heart 
to trust in €h>d, and that trust upheld her now. In the 
first week of her widowhood she called her second son, 
Stephen, before her, and said to him, "My son, you 
must stand in your poor father's place; 'tis an un- 
looked-for call for you to meet the world alone, but 'tis 
come^ and you must rise up and obey it. You know 
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what belongs to it; hold on joxa way right forward, 
and the God of the widow and the fatherless wiU be 
with 70U." 

Li respectful ^silence, and with deep feeling, Stephen 
took his commission from the lips of his mother. It was 
a solemn call — in the first opening of manhood to step 
at once into an office so responsible! Was he readj 
for the call? High spirited, quick tempered, and full 
of liyelj humor, as he was, many an anxious forebod- 

• ing might naturally arise in a widowed mother's heart ; 
but if Margery felt them, she uttered them not She 
had never lowered her children's filial obedience, by 
lowering her tone of expectation from them ; each child 
felt firom infancy, '^My mother expects me to do my 
duty,*' and dreaded the shock of her surprise if he 
failed. This high tone of expectation and trust had 
done much in strengthening the moral character of her 
children; and now, though the occasion was greater 
than any that had met them before, Stephen felt that 
his mother expected him, in dependence on God, to fill 
the place left vacant by the death of his father. No 
one can watch the life of a heart that trusts in God, 
though it may be trusting only dimly and firom afar, 
without finding how truly God does for those who ask 
of and trust in Him, exceeding abundantly above all 
that they asked or thought. 

Heaven has its* nurseries, schools, and cloisters upon 

. earth| imseen by the world, in which its children are 
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trained for their service. As surelj as Philip was sent 
of God to the eunuch crossing the desert of Gaza, so 
surelj was Kttle Stephen led by the same divine prov- 
idence to the feet of his great-grandmother, there to 
meet the influence that was to be his earliest preparation 
for the service of God on earth, and His glory in heaven. 
Margery little thought on that morning, that she was 
sending her boy to receive the first impression thai was 
to prepare him to stand as the staff of her widowhood. 
Let no mother ever forget that the influence of a single 
day may tell for good or evil on her child's whole future 
life ; remembering this, will ahe not keep ever above him 
the shield of her prayers ? 

At the side of his great-grandmother Stephen had 
learned a love for the Bible, that after-life only deep- 
ened ; he had also learned to give the poor a home in 
the compassions of his soul. No human eye read his 
spirit's inner life ; none saw him, after school-days had 
passed by, still bending in youthful reverence over the 
Word of God, no one knew how literally he meditated 
day and night in the law of the Lord — ^behind the plough 
by day, and by night beneath the stars when he led his 
team to the town. The call came and found him ready 
to meet it. 

For a short time things held on their own way at the 
farm, in respectful memory to the departed master ; but 
Stephen knew the day was near when he must speak to 
the men,' and take his place over them. His deep feel« 
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ing dreaded the time ; he would follow out all his father's 
orders, carry on all his plans, make no sudden changes, 
as if he thought his judgment better than the one that 
was gone ; but there was one thing Stephen felt he must 
do, and resolved that he would do, let the consequence 
bo what it might. During the years in which the parish 
had now lain neglected in all ministerial care, swearing 
had increased amongst the men. Stephen heard it be- 
hind the plough, heard it from the stables, heard it even 
in the harvest-fields when thej were full of the goodness 
of the Lord ; it made his spirit bum with indignation. 
He reproved it, but still it went on ; and as the ignorance 
around grew darker, this sin of cursing and swearing 
grew louder. And Stephen resolved that his first act as 
a master, should be with the strong hand of authority to 
put down the evil that testified a contempt of the Most 
High, which, refusing to be softened by His goodness, 
woydd not yield to man's voice of persuasion and reproof. 
So when Stephen first gave his orders to the men as 
their master, he said in conclusion, "And now I have 
one word for you all. Whatever I plant the ground with, 
it shall not be with oaths ; too many of them have dropped 
on it already, and I am determined there shall be no 
morel The first oath that I hear, if it be from the best 
workman on the farm, that day he shall go. 'Tis a sin 
that no excuse can stand up to plead for, 'tis a scorning of 
the Almighty, in whose hand your breath is ; therefore 
think on the warning, fcr I can promise you that you 
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will not haye a second I " It was reverence that spoke 
from the firm lips of the youth now first taking his place 
as master on the farm of his birth ; he spoke from a soul 
that obeyed the divine precept, " Thou shalt fear before 
that great and terrible name, the Lord thy Gk>d." Surely 
it is a scene to detain for a moment the thoughts of the 
reader. The youth on whom the care of a large and 
anxious business, a widowed mother, and nine brothers 
and sisters had suddenly fallen, first meeting the laborers 
as their master, and exalting above all things the name 
of his God. Young in years, with ignorance and ungod- 
liness around, standing there alone, without the knowledge 
of a single friend upon earth to whom he could turn for 
counsel and support, knowing well from past experience 
that his position must be one of difficulty and trial, and yet 
boldly declaring, before he took one step on that &rm as 
its master, that he would cast firom it the best labor that 
it owned, if it must be kept with dishonor to the name of 
his Grod. When we think of how firmly he stood for the 
glory of God, it must condemn the half-heartedness of 
many, who have been aided with instruction and encour- 
agement that Stephen never knew. The men heard, and 
felt that their young master had taken his resolve ; no 
question had been raised of serving him better than they 
had seryed his fiither, it was a solemn requirement that on 
the land he tilled the napae of the God of the whole earth 
should be honored ; no longer urged by him as a duty, nor 
pleaded for as a wish, but given nobly forth as a command. 
6* 
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Authority oyer those fields was his own, and so far as that 
authority extended his God should not be dishonored. 
And well was that word fulfilled to Stephen, '' lliem that 
honor Me, I will honor." The men turned to their labor, 
and a feeling of sacredness invested the ground on which 
the foot of no swearer might return again to tread. And 
Stephen could say to a friend in after life, '' Oyer the farm 
as I am all day long, it is eleven years since I have heard 
an oath uttered upon it'' Those corn-covered valleys, as 
they shouted and sang, could witness that the land mourned 
no longer for cursing and swearing. 

Stephen now left many things he had followed before ; 
he no longer guided the plough from headland to head- 
land, no longer rose at midnight to go out with the corn- 
wagon, and tread the roads in the silence of the calm 
country night, no longer took his part in breaking-in and 
training the horses ; these and many such things he must 
now leave to others, but he left not the law of his God, on 
that he pondered more than ever. He still said to him- 
self the words that arrested him in childhood, *' It is better 
to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in man; it is 
better to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in 
princes." Then communing with himself with a beautiful 
simplicity he would silently say, " * Bktteb,' then why 
not do it? Why should any take up with the less when 
they are welcome to the greater — ^notto say the greatest? 
Why should I put my trust in man when I may trust in 
God ? Better than in princes too ! No doubt 'tis a great 
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way from me up to them, and it must seem a wonderful 
stay to have a friend amongst them, yet it says, ' Better 
than in princes I ' Til try it then, for why should I turn 
to the less when I may have the greater ? " From the 
Prayer-Book he had reverently and thoughtfully used 
from a boy, he chose out the prayer which he thought 
most met his need ; it was the collect for the Tuesday in 
Whitsun week ; he always called it " that prayer for a 
right judgment in all things." And this choice he never 
changed ; whatever supplication in older years ascended 
from his soul, when he became conscious of other and 
deeper necessities than his earthly calling required, he still 
kept the prayer for a right judgment in all things always 
breathing from his heart ; it was not the prayer of his re- 
tirement, but the prayer of his activity. Those anxious 
moments to be ascertained in the life of a farmer ; when 
the grass is ripe and will injure by standing ; when the 
hay has attained it& highest sweetness, which will lessen 
by lying ; when it is cool enough and may be stacked, or 
too hot and would fire ; when the com may wait on for 
fine weather, or had better be cut in faith that the weather 
will follow in due season ; with the thousand calls for a 
decision, and the importance that rests on each one ; in 
farms where rent and tithes, and rates and taxes, and 
labor must all be paid out of the produce, and that without 
delay ; all the anxiety the corn-market brings, where 
prices rise and fall, and the wisest find themselves mis- 
taken ; no wonder Stephen felt the necessity of a better 
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judgment than could be found in one weak erring mind, 
and so acted on the promise in Isaiah — " His God doth 
instruct him and teach him/' and as he went about his 
long day's anxious business prayed in his heart, " Grant 
MA by the same Spirit to have a right judgment in all 
things," Well might his mother lean on such a son as 
the staff of her widowhood, and never did that staff give 
way beneath her. 

It was not long before Stephen was called to try the 
divine . armor which he had secretly and in silence 
buckled on, and, as it oflen happens, this first test was a 
sharp one, putting both the armor and him who wore it 
fully to the proof. A tradesman in the next parish, sent 
in to the widow an unjust balance of accounts. Benjamin 
had had large dealings with the man, and they had al- 
ways been fairly settled ; but now the grass was green 
above the husband, and " the man of the world " thought 
to make the widow and the fatherless his prey. David 
prays, " Deliver my soul from men of the world " (Ps. 
xvii.), and all that are desolate and helpless have need to 
pray the same prayer. The tradesman sent in a settle- 
ment a hundred pounds short of the true one, probably 
thinking that late entries might not have been made be- 
fore the father's sudden removal ; but Benjamin did the 
work of the day in the day, and Stephen succeeded to 
books strictly balanced. The settlement was returned to 
the tradesman and the error stated ; it came back again 
by a messenger to tl^e farm ; all alteration refused, the 
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widow's claim set at nought, and his power to prove it 
defied. Margery was alone. She opened and read the 
letter from the man who had always been fairly dealt 
with, and who had often sat down at their hospitable 
bo£^rd. Bitter to the heart's depths is the moment when 
the widow first feels the cruel hand of the oppressor, on 
the home that bereavement has left open to the footstep 
of wrong. Margery felt that her Hfe*s shield was gone, 
and, stunned and cold at the shock of this cruel defiance, 
she stood looking from the window on vacancy. She 
was still standing there when Stephen entered. She 
turned her face, and he saw his mother's countenance 
fixed and pale. She tried to speak, but her lips quivered 
and she could not. "Mother, what is it?" At the 
voice of her son the tears rose to her eyes ; that firm, 
true-hearted voice, in which at times all the tenderness of 
his father's tones lay, it softened the stony feeling at hei 
heart and gave a power of utterance. " Take, and read 
it," she said, and put the letter in his hand. Stephen 
read it all at a glance. What he then felt can be told 
only by the son who, full of reverence and filial devotion 
to a widowed mother, at whose side he has taken his 
dead father's place, sees his youthful protection set at 
nought by the world, sees the "man of the earth" make 
his first cruel venture upon her, and sees the first tear 
that oppression ever brought to her eye. 

Had this wrong to his mother met Stephen anywhere 
^Ise, it is probable th^t his quick temper would have been 
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suddenly roused to some vehement expression of liis just 
indignation ; but his mother's presence had never from 
childhood been the place for an outburst of anger ; self- 
restraint was habitual before her. This habit of filial 
reverence came in now to his moral rescue. Looking up 
at his mother, with a face in which deep emotion could 
always be read, if the occasion called it forth, he said, 
*< Never trust me again, mother, if you don't hear a very 
different story from this before night-time I " then, putting 
the letter in his pocket, that it might never again meet 
the eyes of his mother, he left the house. 

It was a moment of great extremity, but the promise 
to those who bind the divine law continually upon their 
heart is, '^ When thou goest, it shall lead thee." As 
Stephen turned anxiously and thoughtfully away, ques- 
tioning with himself what he should do, the words on 
which he had meditated day and night rose up within his 
soul, " It is better to trust in the Lord than to put confi- 
dence in man ; it is better to trust in the Lord than to 
put confidence in princes." " I will venture upon it, and 
stand or fidl by that word I " said Stephen resolvedly, 
and said no more. His resolution was taken ; but how 

4 

much depended on the results I The hundred pounds in 
question — ^important as it was to them then — ^was perhaps 
the least anxiety that lay in it ; it was the world's con. 
test with the fatherless youth, who had to take his place 
as a buyer and a seller in the midst of it ; if he &iled in 
this his first contest, every unjust trader would have an 
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inducement to try their worst upon him, and the home of 
his widowed mother might in the end fall before it Yet, 
like the stripling David, when he refused the royal coat 
of mail, Stephen thought of no earthly defences, but set 
out alone, armed with nothing but the "sword of the 
Spirit," to contend with " the wrongful dealings of men.*' 
He passed the fields where his young com was springing, 
and others where his brothers were guiding the plough, 
but his quick, observant eye heeded nothing that day. 
At length he reached the distant brow of the hill and 
looked down on the wide*spreading valley, a scene of 
loveliness now, but far richer then in its beauty, when 
the woods waved where the plough now cuts its straight 
furrow ; too beautiful it looked to Eave a home for the ' 
oppressor. A mile farther brought him to the village 
and the house of the tradesman. He had need of his 
chosen prayer, "Grant us by the same Spirit to have 
right judgment in all things, and evermore to rejoice in 
His holy comfort^ through the merits of Jesus Christ, our 
Saviour." 

"I have come down," Stephen said, "to settle the 
business in hand." 

" By whose reckoning, yours or mine ? that's the first 
question." 

" Not by yours nor by mine," replied Stephen, " but 
by my poor father's own books. I shall stand by his 
figures, and not go from one of them ; and you know, as 
well as any one, that he never set down a wrong one." 
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" I am not going to have any words about it^ yoting 
man. I haye sent 70a mj reckoning, and, if 70U think 
you can disprove it by law, I advise you to try." 

" I am not come here about the law," replied Stephen, 
*' nor to wish you to think that my widowed mother has 
no better refuge than that ! 'Tis true my poor &ther is 
dead, but there's a greater than he stands up in his place, 
and I tell you candidly I^m come to you only from Himi 
and His Word is the message I bring, and that is a true 
"Word, you know ; for He has said, * Cursed be he that 
perverteth the judgment of the fatherless and the widow! ' 
You must choose — and you know right well that you 
must — ^between the just dues of the widow, and the curse 
of the Almighty, who will plead her cause. If you send 
me back to my mother with fair reckoning in my hand, 
there will be no evil follow from this falling out between 
us ; but if you refrise her just claims, the Almighty is 
witness, and the curse He has threatened will surely know 
how to come." 

The trader staggered beneath the strong calm words 
of the youth. Anger, threatening, revenge, he could have 
met with defiance ; but this calm strength of truth he had 
no weapon to combat with. The fear of God, whose 
words the youth brought alone to the contest, fell upon 
the man, and he asked, " What's the reckoning you have 
set it at ? " 

Stephen held out the very paper that the trader had 
refused before, who, vexed at the sight, said, " I told your 
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mother I should be readj to stand to my reckoning, and 
to no other," 

"Let alone what you said to my mother," replied 
Stephen, " that's not the question now ; 'tis what you 
mean to say to the Almighty, who stands now in my poor 
father's place, when his widow puts a just claim before 
you. There is not one item false ; I can prove every 
one. Will you do the thing that is just by her ? or do 
you say you will not?" 

The trader answered not, but counted out the money 
to the full reckoning. Stephen signed the paper, put the 
money in his pocket, and turned to the trader, saying, " I 
leave you now with no strife between us." The hard- 
natured man was moved to feeling. 

Stephen quitted the village, climbed the long hill, im- 
patient until again he could stand before his mother. His 
sisters were setting the tea, and his mother seated in her 
arm-chair looking anxiously into the fire, when Stephen 
appeared at the door. That was a moment earth's con- 
querors might envy, when Stephen placed in his widowed 
mother's hand his lost father's own reckoning, paid in full, 
and heard her voice saying to him, " The God above has 
been with you, or you never could have carried it so." 
He who single-handed comes off conqueror in the strife 
Vith oppression, ascends a throne whose rights others are 
slow to invade. ** He that handleth a matter wisely shall 
find good, and whoso trusteth in the Lord, happy is he." 
But Stephen told not then how his victory had been won: 
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lie had in his soul reverence, trust, and obedience ; but it 
is love that brings expression to the surface. ' The Hand 
that created and goyems the world may well command 
the reverence, the trust, and the obedience of all men ; 
but it is the EEand nailed to the cross for our sins, that 
alone can open in the soul the deep well-springs of the 
' sinner's love ; it is the sense of '^ much forgiven'' that is 
alone followed by the "loveth much," and this Stephen 
as yet had not. But in his chamber kneeling that night, 
he could fervently say, " In Thee, Lord, have I trusted; 
let me never be confounded." 



CHAPTER XI. 

STEPHEN told no one at that time of his contention 
■with the trader, and Margery was always silent on mat- 
ters of business ; but silence has oftentimes more weight 
than words, and secret things are not kept concealed, "for 
a bird of the air shall cany the voice, and that which hath 
wings shall tell the matter/' Stephen, at his entrance on 
business, was treated with respect and consideration be- 
yond what could haye been expected at his years ; many 
from right feelmg, but there were others who would have 
watched their occasion against him if he had not shown 
himself able to hold his own position. Stephen felt him- 
self strengthened by the victory he had gained ; but he 
who wins his way by " the sword of the Spirit " exalts 
not himself in that victory. Stephen was not elated, but 
felt as one who has gained a vantage-ground by leaning 
on the arm of a Friend. The chief comfort to him was, 
that from that day he could see that his mother left the 
care of the business with him, and trusted him as she 
trusted his father before him. 

Some changes were now made in the home. Margery 
sent her third son, Nathaniel, to serve his time with a 
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miller; Her eldest was already established on a separate 
farm by himself; this left five sons at home — Stephen, 
Daniel, Edward, Philip, and the fair*haired little Matthew, 
who was the jomigest of her thirteen children, and al- 
ways called by his mother " the boy." There were four 
daughters — Margaret, Charlotte, Mary, and Elsie the 
youngest ; little Nancy and her in£uit brother William 
lay sleepmg in the green churchyard with their father. 
The eldest daughter, Margaret, had had years of ill-health, 
often unable to leave her bed, and when at length she 
grew better she had not the power to keep up with the 
activity around her; so she one. day said, ''Mother, I 
wish I had a little place by myself where I could take 
my own time, and order all as I am best able to do it" 

" Do you, child ? then you shall try it, if I can any 
way mal^ it out for you." 

Margery's husband had rented two farms in one. On 
the opposite hill to the family home there stood an old 
whitewashed farmhouse, close to the church. It had a 
farmyard around it, and a high sunny garden, that ran 
along by the churchyard, separated only by a hedge. 
This farmyard was always well filled, and the stackyard 
the same, but the house was let. When Margaret ex- 
pressed this wish, her mother felt it was reasonable, talk- 
ed with Stephen, and arranged to give this farmhouse up 
to her ; and it was settled that Stephen should make his 
home with Margaret, spending the day in his mother's 
house as before, but going up every evening to the house- 
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hold prayers, and for the night, to the church &rm, as 
the whitewashed house was called. Stephen did not 
leave his sister on Sunday, hut spent that daj with her 
in the quiet retirement of the little farm-kitchen. So 
Margaret had her wish, and it answered well. She had 
her own little dairy of cows, her own poultry and bees, 
her own flower-garden, vegetables, and fruit— K)n which 
Stephen bestowed his skilful attention; she had also her 
own little maid, and everything in plain simple order for 
a farm ; and she lived in sight of her mother's own home, 
with only the green turfy valley and rippling stream lying 
between them. She still sat by her mother on Sunday 
at church, and often went down to the family home to 
tea, walking back when Stephen was ready. She rose 
early in her little farm, almost as early as her mother, 
who never rose later than five o'clock; but she could 
now take things in her own quiet way, not confused by 
numbers, nor hurried and tired by seeing the energy 
around her that she did not possess. She grew silent, 
mpre silent by far than even her mother, who was never 
given to much speaking ; but she lived with her own 
kind quiet thoughts, and never wanted much other com- 
pany. In those days there were but few who thought of 
teaching the poor, but Margaret would call in her little 
yard-boy, and take patient trouble to instruct him : she 
would teach her young servant-girl, and speak words of 
good counsel to the man who lived as farm-servant in the 
house. She greatly loved her brother Stephen, and so 
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her satisfied heart made its home and never wished for 
another. 

Margerj had always been fomed for her bees; tho 
flowers that flourished nnder her eye, and the large white 
lilies in p^irticular, greatly encouraged the bees. The 
hive stood at hand near the house, and its small inhabi* 
tants were watched over with great interest by alL The 
little winged insects formed the same attachment to 
Stephen as their great neighbor Grufi^ the farm dog, had 
done ; they knew him so well, and were so entirely as- 
sured of his good intentions, that they never resented any- 
thing he might do. When they swarmed, he took them 
up in his uncovered hands, and lifted them into their new 
habitation, and they only buzzed a gentle acknowledg- 
ment; even on the dark autumn evening, when, year 
after year, several swarms of poor bees were destroyed 
with sulphur for their honey, (the good hives invented 
now were not known at the farm,) even on that destruc- 
tive evening the poor bees flew round his head and re- 
monstrated loudly, but never revenged themselves on him 
by giving him a sting. After Benjamin's death the farm 
bees began to fail, and Margery, who knew more about 
the habits of bees than any one at that time near or dis* 
tant, said sorrowfully, " I knew it would be so ; it always 
is when th& head of a household is taken away. When 
your poor father died, if you had knocked by the door of 
each swarm, and told the bees your trouble, they would 
not have gone, but they never can stand it if they be for* 
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gotten at sucli times, and I don't blame them neither; and 
I can promise you it will be many a year before you get 
a ^ood hive here again." And it happened as Margery 
said ; even Stephen's care could not cherish the bees for 
many a year at the paternal home ; but Margaret^had a 
hive on he/ high sunny grass plat, and up there the bees 
made themselves happy, and flourished as a prosperous 
community. 

While the iaxm brightened beneath the blessing of 
God, ignorance and evil grew darker and bolder around. 
" Oh my people, they that lead you cause you to err I *' 
The Kectory, which should have been the centre of light^ 
was a dark spot in the parish. And now the stiles on 
either side of the Kectory pasture were pulled down, and 
the hedge filled in with thorns, that the feet of the 
villagers might no longer tread there on their way to the 
church; that church was desolate, and none loved its 
gates ; but Margery was still seeU'in her place^ with her 
sons and daughters in theirs, for she had said firom the 
first time of the present Rector's coming, that " no evil 
doer should turn her from her church; she had not lived 
long without finding out that it held better teaching in 
le prayers, which none could alter, than in most of the 
'preaching to be found otherwhere." But now a frightful 
act of the minister's towards the poor of the village roused 
a feeling in all, and sent a shudder through the farm. 
Margery's sons said to their mother that they '* would go 
no more to hear the words of such a man ; he might preach 
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alone for all them, and most likelj soon would; ihej were 
not going to play their psalmodj for him ; it was certain 
the less of such a man the better I" Their widowed 
mother let them pour out their just indignation, and then 
gave her high-toned command. " Now, lads, Til hear no 
more of this ; you will all go to church, every one of you. 
Do ye suppose 'tis the man ye go there to worship, or 
that ye sing your praises for him ? And as to his words, 
he may preach his own darkness, but the reading and the 
praying are none of his, nor ever likely to be, by all I 
can see I You go and do your part ; look to it that ye 
be found honoring the church of your God if no one else 
be, and be sure ye will have your reward." 

It was well for Margery's sons that they forsook not 
the law of their mother ; it was not their own village 
alone 'that was darkened ; darkness lay on the land all 
around, and had the tie once been broken that l^ound 
them as a family in public worship, other disunions would 
soon have broken in, and each one have done that only 
which was right in his own eyes. But they forsook not 
the law of their mother, and it proved an ornament of 
grace unto their head and chains about their neck; and 
many a villager, who would no more have honored the 
Sabbath, still crossed the church's threshold, won by their 
sacred melody, and being there heard the divine teaching 
of words which, as Margery said, man could not alter, by 
which many a wanderer has been led into the paths that 
are pleasantness and peace. 
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Stephen was elected parish churchwarden at the death 

of his father, and this office sometimes hrought him into a 

necessity of painful opposition to the minister, hut nothing 

moved him from his course of right-doing ; he held on his 

way, and always said, " We must do the day*s work, and 

trust God with what may come of it to-morrow." But 

there came a morrow that hrought results little expected 

by Stephen. A letter arrived at the farm. All knew 

the look of it in a moment; it came from London, and 

was directed, as they said, in " that large grand-looking 

writing that those particular letters always bore." It wae 

from the Commissioners of Woods and Forests, and to the 

effect, that having been credibly informed that the widow 

had no steward or bailiff to carry on the business, and her 

sons under age, and therefore incapable of so large a con- 

cem, they thought it not likely that it could be continued 

in her hands ; nothing had yet been determined against 

her, but this was to forewarn. The widow looked on her 

children in dismay, but there was no outbreak of feeling. 

Her voice was terribly calm, as she said, "I doubt there's 

the hand of an enemy in this, and that one not far from 

our own door, and our cause is a lost one imless the good 

God take it up/' Stephen spoke not, and not one had 

any answer to make; all knew too well who their enemy 

was. It was not the trader who at first tried to wrong 

them ; they could now venture any dealings with him, 

for an enemy conquered, as he had been, ofrtimes becomes 

a sure friend. It was one who had aimed this cruel 

6 
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stroke unseen and in secret, and who could not therefore 
be met and contended with as a man. Stephen had 
thought himself well established in his poor father's place, 
but he knew that if any testimony were likely to be list- 
ened to against, him, and belieyed unexamined, it would 
be the Hector's, who held his Hying of the college, and 
whose character was little known beyond his own neg- 
lected parish. He felt sure it must be from him that this 
evil report had gone up, but all proof was absent, and 
therefore he said not a word. A dull weight of oppres* 
sion fell on all ; each one looked around as if a sentence 
of separation were already written on the home that was 
the only spot they loved or knew on earth. In the even- 
ing Margery said to her son, *' You must consider what 
you can best write in answer, for we have no friend to 
turn to to speak for us." 

Stephen replied, "Well, mother, my mind is to wait 
till the morning." 

The mother said no more, and Stephen had the calm 
night before him in which to ponder on a trouble so ter- 
rible and strange. As alone in the darkness of evening 
he crossed the green vaUey and ascended the hill, he 
thought to himself " I am no hand at a letter when the 
thing lies plain before me ; and now to write an answer 
to such great men, and that to speak up for myself as if 
I thought highly of my great ability to manage the estate, 
that will never do for a moment. That's a true woid, and 
well to be minded, ' Let another man praise thee and not 
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thine own moatH; a stranger, and not thine own ips.' 
But I don't know where to find another to do it; no gen* 
try hereabout that I could ask to take it in hand : and if I 
could get anj one to speak for me, that might look like 
setting up mj good authority against theirs. Of course, 
they must think their friend's judgment better than my 
friend's, if I had one ; and they would not thank me for 
telling them that their friend is wrong. J)ear me, I can 
see pretty clear what won't do ; but the thing is to get a 
light on what will 1 " So talking with himself Stephen 
reached the church farm, said what he could to comfort 
poor Margaret, led the household worship, and then went 
to his chamber. There, on his little table, always lay his 
Bible and Church Prayer-Book; and he turned to the 
words he most wanted to express his difficulty and dis- 
tress. 

Stephen's fbateb. 

" Lord, we beseech Thee mercifully to receive the 
prayers of Thy people which call upon Thee ; and grant 
that they may both perceive and know what things they 
ought to do, and also may have grace and power £uth* 
fully to fulfil the same, through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Almighty God, who seest that we have no power of our- 
selves to help ourselves, keep us both outwardly in our 
bodies, and inwardly in our souls, that we may be de- 
fended from all adversaries that may happen to the body, 

m 

and from all evil thoughts which may assault and hurt 
the soul, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen." 
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The prajer of faith has strong, swift wings, on which 
it bears the burden that is committed to it, from the 
heavy-laden spirit up to the throne of grace ; therefore^ 
the spirit that has prajed is lightened of the orerwhelm- 
tng load. Stephen lay down to sleep. As he rose in the 
morning, the trouble again stretched its dark shadow be- 
fore him. Then these words passed through his recolleo* 
tion : '' Seest tbtu a man diligent in his business, he shall 
stand before kings ; he shall not stand before mean men." 
For a moment he thought on tjiem ; then exclaimed, in 
rejoicing energy, ** I see it I it's laid out there for me as 
plain as words can be put. I am to go and stand afore 
them myself I Don't I know I have been diligent in 
business? Well, then, it says, 'he shall stand before 
kings ; he shall not stand before mean men.' 'Tis pretty 
plain he must be a mean man who could turn against the 
widow in that secret way that no one should know by 
whom it was done, and by a tale that's not true ; it takes 
me right out of his way, whoerer he be, and says I shall 
stand before kings : that must be our great men up in 
London; for sure enough they stand kings oyer us. 
Now I're found it I'll follow it, let come what will I ' 
So communed that youthful spirit with itself and the 
word of its Gkxl. Well Stephen proved the promise, 
'^ When thou goest it shall lead thee, when thou steepest 
it shall keep thee, and when thou awakest it shall talk 
with thee." His resolve was taken, and when he had 
once re^vedi no more questioning arose in his mind. 
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Margery's breakfast hour was six, sometimes earlier, 
nerer later. Stephen always went down to the ^mily 
home before breakfast, and this day he did so as usuaL 
His mother said nothing on the subject so heavily press- 
ing ; she knew the first hours of the morning were full 
of arrangements for the work of the day. Stephen also 
was silent ; he set the men to their work, gare his broth- 
ers their directions as usual, looked once on the face of 
his mother, thought of all that must pass before he saw 
that honored face agdn, find then turned from his home. 
He went up to the church farm, put on his Sunday coat 
and high-topped boots, told his sister that he was going 
out on business, that she must not sit up for him at nighty 
as he was pretty sure not to be home until the next day. 

" What I sleep away from home ? " inquired Margaret, 
with unbelieving surprise; "why, that's a thing that you 
never have done I " 

" Never did, does not make never may I " replied Ste- 
phen ; " you expect me when you see me, that's all I have 
to say." And he went out of the door. 

Margaret looked after him ; he did not turn across the 
valley for home ; could he be going round by the drift ? 
No, he held on the road, and yet " he was on foot ; he 
could never mean to walk so &r as sleeping out all the 
night I Perhaps a friend might be waiting somewhere 
near to convey him." This opened fresh wonder ; but 
the milk had curdled ready for the press, and Margaret 
hastened to make her good cheese. Stephen walked by 
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the distant field where the men were that daj at woik^ 
and heckoning his hrother Edward^ whose young hand 
was skilfullj guiding the plough, he said to him, '< You 
run home to our mother, tell her that I am off bj the 
coach for London ; saj that I am going to answer the 
letter, and that I cannot be home until to-morrow, but I 
hope by teatime she will see me back again." It would 
not be easy to describe the surprise these tidings caused 
at the farm. London lay to them in the distance almost 
like the ends of the earth, a place of wonder and mystery; 
it was a day's journey to reach it, and Stephen travelling 
by coach too, when none of them had ever travelled on 
the road, except behind a good horse of their own. 
" However will he tell how to order when he gets there ?" 
said one. " Whatever can he say to such great men ? " 
said another, Margery was silent ; she felt it was a ven- 
ture of strong trust in Ood ; and what could she do if she 
mistrusted' His mercy ? While Stephen, hastening with 
active step along the field-path and highway, felt none 
of the wondering questionings that arose in his home. 
He walked the six miles to the wayside inn where the 
coach stopped to change horses, found an outside place 
vacant, and was soon on the road safe from all recall from 
his home. 

That day and the next could not fail to be days of great 
suspense and anxiety at the farm. The widow's spirit 
was bowed down very low. The terrible threat of being 
turned from the home of her youth, the birthplace of her 
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children, and the only place she knew that could make a 
home for them upon earth ; and that by the cruel, unjust 
word of one who had no reason to bear her ill-will, for 
she had wronged no one. It was a bitter cup to have 
held to her lips ; too bitter it seemed to her then sinking 
spirit to drink. And then Stephen's journey to London 
must be thought a great venture ; what could he know 
of the ways of such great men ? They might take it 
amiss that he stood up before them ; besides, how could 
he tell how to find them ? Such a strange great place as 
London I who could say that he would ever make his way 
safely out of it again ? " But if Margery's thoughts were 
troubled, her lips were silent. When she could not speak 
well of God*s ways, she never spoke at all ; no murmur 
was ever heard to pass from her lips. 

Stephen's sisters set the long cheerful tea table very 
early the next day. Margaret, in her anxiety,, had come 
down lor the evening ; but they could not cheat the time, 
which wore on slowly enough. Their brothers were not 
within, and their mother did not watch from the window 
where her daughters were gathered, but sat by the large 
open chimney in her arm-chair, thoughtful and sad. 
"Poor lad," she«aid to herself; "no doubt the London 
folk have strange ways of their own, such as he little fore- 
thought f^. he never should have had my consent to run 
into the midst of them so unawares of what it might be. 
Ood grant him safe home again I " 

The tall old kitchen clock struck out six from the cor* 
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ner where it stood ; it was an hour past the tea-time, but 
no one thought of not waiting on, in expectation of Ste 
phen's greatly longed for arriyal. 

Little fair-headed Matthew stood out by the drifl- 
hedge. 

" Matthew looks the wrong way," said Mary ; " I can't 
think what he does there." 

Then little Matthew started, turned round and ran in, 
saying breathlessly, " Philip threw up his cap, so I know 
he is coming I " 

Then Philip leaped the drifl-stile, and rushed in at the 
door ; " Edward shouted from the oak boughs, at the top 
of bam field, so he must be coming now I " 

Then the slight, swifl-footed Edward came running in 
sight : the bright crimson that always flushed his young 
cheeks glowing red with his haste — "Daniel hurrahed 
from the stile on the top of Stony Croft, so 'tis certain 
he must be safe home in no time ! " Then, having poured 
out his tidings, he ran back with those eager feet that no 
one but Daniel could outstrip in a race, to meet the brother 
whom his young heart so looked up to and loved. 

A few minutes and Stephen came in sight, with Daniel 
beside him, and Edward all glee, hardly able to keep back 
his fast feet firom hastening home again, yet sure to feel 
the propriety that Stephen should tell his own tale. The 
mother did not rise from her seat ; she could not ; deep 
emotion unnerved her. Now that she felt that Stephen 
was safe, the question rushed fearfully through her heart 
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wliat his tidings might be. But as quicldj as could be 
her son stood beside her, and said, ''Thank Gk>d, my 
mother I none can turn jou £rom jour home. The gen* 
ilemen say they are satisfied, and of course that's enough I '' 
Words cannot give the touching home scene that fol- 
lowed. The dark doud had parted and rolled away from 
above them, shining bright with the rainbow of hope, and 
glistening with the tears of deep feeling. But Stephen 
soon turned to the cheerful home table, sayings 'Tye not 
tasted food for these ten hours, and I think Tm hungry;'* 
80 he asked the blessing, and thej all sat down together. 



6* 



CHAPTER XII. 

LITTLE MATTHEW looked up the long table more 
than once to see if he could venture to begin with 
his questions. There was more silence than might have 
been expected on such an occasion ; but Margery's chil- 
dren always waited until they found what their mother 
might be going to say, and her emotion that evening was 
too deep for much speaking ; so little Matthew took cour* 
age, and presently asked, '^ I say, brother, did you see 
the king?" 

" No ; that must be when you go," replied Stephen, 
" for the town is so large I did not even get a sight of 
the house where his majesty dwells. I thought for cer- 
tain I should when I stood on London Bridge, but they 
said it was far enough off from there, so I had to think 
no more about that." 

'What did you see then?" asked Matthew in great 
disappointment. 

" Well, I saw them that stand very near to the king ; 
for, I take it, most of our great men that I stood before 
are the members of the Parliament^ and have places 
pretty near to his majesty." 

aso) 
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'< However did you get into their presence ? " asked 
Daniel. 

'^ Well, the thing was all ordered for me, and I had 
only to follow. Once up on the coach, there was no 
more trouble for me ; the four horses knew their business, 
and drew me right into London. I made a small ac- 
knowledgment to the coachman, and showed him the 
address in the letter, and asked if he could put me in the 
way ; and he made no more ado about it, but called up 
another coach that stood there waiting, as if on purpose 
for me, and tells the man to drive me to Temple Bar. 
So he makes his obedience and shuts me in by myself; 
and all the way we went I thought how singular it was I 
should happen of a spare t^oach there, with just nothing 
to do but to carry me where I wanted to go. What had 
happened I don't know, but the streets were so full as 
nothing could be like it that you could imagine. When 
we got to Temple Bar I asked the man how I could 
order to make my way back again to the inn where the 
coach put up for the night ; and he said he had nothing 
better to do than to wait upon me. Well, thought I, I 
don't know, but it seems as if coming to London makes a 
great man of me. So I thanked him, and he showed me 
where he would stand ready against I came out. Then 
I made inquiry if the gentlemen were there, and the man 
who answered at the door said they were, but he said 
they were busy, and could not be seen. ' I am pretty ' 
sure of that,' said I, ' but if you tell them I am here they 
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will do me the favor to see me, for 'tis on their business I 
am come. You will please to take in word so from me.' 
So I waited, and presently he came again and said the 
gentlemen were pleased to do me the favor to see me ; so 
then I was all right, and after a time I went in and stood 
before them." 

Here Stephen paused, as though his tale were con- 
H eluded, and no further wonder remained to be told ; but 
Elsie asked, "However could you order to approach 
them when you went in ? " 

" I made my obedience, and said, * Your servant, gen- 
tlemen.' As far as I knew, that was all I could do.*' 

"But^" said Elsie, "however did you order what to say? " 

" I order what to say I If I had taken in hand to 
order that, 'tis likely they would soon have put my fine 
speech into pretty disorder ! No, I knew very well that 
all I had to do was to stand in their presence, and when 
I was there they would know what they pleased to say 
to me, and then I should know how to answer. So, 
when they saw me standing there, they put what ques- 
tions they pleased, and I answered them all. Then they 
ordered me out of their presence for a time, after which 
they sent for me again. And one that to me seemed the 
head said, ' We are satisfied ; your mother shall retain 
the farm, you may tell her so from us.' So I made my 
obedience, and thanked tliem, and there was an end." 

So calmly had the farm youth carried through this 
heroic act for his home I 
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When the wonder of this visit again subsided a little, 
Stephen finished his tale. '^ When I came out again the 
two-horse coach stood there waiting, and took me back 
to the inn. I asked for some supper, and stayed there 
for the night. I was up by four o'clock in the morn- 
ing, for I thought I should like to see London ; but I 
never saw such a change, the streets were as silent as our 
own lanes round us here. I went down stairs and got^ 
out, and I soon found that was the time to see London, 
for I had it all to myself! I made my way to London 
Bridge, and the river and the buildings. looked as beauti- 
ful and clear as anything could be ; so I stood for an 
hour on the bridge and saw London, as well, I suppose, 
as ever any one did with so short a time to stay. And, 
certainly, I will allow 'twas a wonderful sight. I went 
back to the inn, but it was seven o'clock before I could 
get them to give me any breakfast. By eight o'clock we 
were on the coach, and starting off from the inn ; and by 
that things were astir, and time indeed that they should 
be I I could have told our great men that we should 
make but poor farmers if we laid in bed as they seemed 
to do up in London I But one thing did astonish me ; 
we talk of good driving here, where we have the road 
all to ourselves, but just go and see what it is up there I 
The dray horses, that are monsters to look at, and the 
driver, not speaking a word, but just walking ahead, and 
the horses turn in among the thick of the carriages, and 
follow, as true as can be, only by the turn of the whip I " 
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And 80 for that time Stephen finished his tale, but no 
wonder that it was often told again, and remembered 
amongst the heroics of the home. And well might 
Stephen say, as he often did in after-life, I shall always 
think much of that word spoken to Joshua^ " This book 
of the law shall not depart out of thy month, but thou 
shalt meditate therein day and night, that thou mayest 
observe to do according to all that is written therein, for 
ihen thou shalt make thy way prosperottSj and (hen thou 
shall have good success^* 

Stephen knew not at this time how to lighten the 
spiritual darkness that gathered around, but he did all he 
could for the moral good of the men. He would say, 
*^ I believe no one knows temptation like the poor man, 
and whenever you can, you must step between him and 
it. Not stand by to see him fall, and then blame him 
when you never put out a hand to uphold him." He 
always felt that the farmers' turnip-fields were a tempta- 
tion to the men. Any one of the laborers who liked to 
come to him or his brothers, and ask for a basket of tur- 
nips to take home for supper was never denied. '^ Poor 
men," he would say, ^* 'tis certain they will sometimes be 
looking out for themselves, so why not make a way for 
them to have a few without sin." He followed the same 
merciful rule with the wood. There was underwood cut 
every year on the farm where wood-land abounded, and 
Stephen always said, " Now, don't do the wrong thing, 
and break in to take what is not your own. I can promise 



bngllnd's tbombn: fbox lifb. 185 

jovL it shall be offered first at a low price to jou, and all 
70U wish for brought home to your doors ; be satisfied 
that the first choice shall be yours." Nor was he less 
liberal in other ways : he would say, '' I do maintain 'tis 
a hard thing if a man who has worked for you for years 
cannot come, when he sees a fair chance of helping him- 
self in some little thing, and borrow a few pounds of his 
master. 'Tis not likely but what he will repay it ; and 
eren suppose that he should not, perhaps the loss of those 
few pounds may not be that hurt to you through life, 
that it might be to his spirit to think that he could not 
make trial of what he thought would advantage him I " 
Stephen acted on this feeling through life, and he said in 
later years, " I have scarce ever known the borrowed 
money that was not honestly paid back again ; but then, I 
supposo, there was a need in that, as in most other things, 
to pray for that right judgment which does not come from 
our wisdom I " 

It was in such ways as these that, amidst the anxiety 
of his responsible position, he proved that the poor, whom 
his great-grandmother so tenderly cared for, had a home 
m the compassions of his heart. But with all this con- 
viderate kindness, reaching beyond that which many a 
better instructed Christian attains to, Stephen had an un- 
yielding decision of character, which gave at times a 
sternness to his aspect and tone, and which made those 
who did not know him well, at times think him harsh. He 
was like hit mother in this ; her aspect and words were 



186 BNOLAND's txomxk: vbom live. 

80 decided and firm that it gave to a careless observer 
the outward appearance of sternness ; but those who 
lived with Stephen, and all who knew him well, could at 
any moment turn him to a tone of softened feeling, bj 
meeting the strong truth on which he might be speaking, 
with the same truth in its aspect of tenderness or com- 
passion. 

It is a remarkable tact, how often the circumstances of 
life are such as tend most to strengthen the strong points 
of character, which our wisdom would have thought 
could be better softened by being met in a different way. 
Stephen had a natural decision of character, that seemed 
to want the outward softening of some shield between 
him and the world, until his power was ripened by ad- 
vancing years for the conflict ; instead of which, he was 
called to enter upon that conflict while still in his youth, 
with a weight of care and responsibility upon him that^ 
but for his trust in God, would have been overwhelming. 
He was younger than any one who dealt with him, 
younger than the buyer or the seller ; and all who know 
what the merchandize of the world is, know that few 
who trade in it look out for any interest save their own ; 
the young dealer may be obliged to enter on the market 
with but little experience, yet but few will have the gen* 
erosity not to take advantage of his unreadiness ; he may 
be fatherless and the son of a widow, but the world will 
beat him down if it can. This Stephen quickly found, 
and as he touchingly said, " It ^as not for myself that I 
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had to make a firm stand, but for my mother, and a great 
family left dependent on me I " Finding how keen the 
world was to overreach if it could, he set himself with 
strictest care to put a true value on all he offered for sale, 
and haying made his own estimate he never changed it 
'' That is my price — I take no less, I ask no more ; you 
must do as you like about agreeing to it." " I was very 
young," he said, " and if they could once have turned 
me from my word, they would have tried me all ways." 
It was natural that this habit, once formed from necessity, 
lasted on when that necessity had passed away with his 
youth. But the high credit that he kept and left behind 
him was a testimony that no real hardness marked his 
dealings. It was the boast of his head horseman, who 
had worked all his life on the farm, that the com his 
master sold from sample always proved "the right thing " 
when they carried it home. 

Stephen's early friendship with Benedict, the black- 
smith, told well on the £Eirm, for his inventive mind had 
pondered long on an improvement in the share of the 
plough ; he imparted his suggestion to Benedict, who said 
if Stephen would stand by he thought it was likely the 
thing might be turned out pretty right. Benedict did 
turn it right, and it turned such a furrow that Stephen 
saw complete success for the plough in the heavy land 
that they farmed ; and so from that day each plough had 
the wrought-iron share, fashioned on Stephen's idea by 
Benedict, who never made a new one but he said master 
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Stephen must stand hj or there could be no telling which 
way it would go. There was little question that the 
sturdy backsmith liked well to see the manly form by his 
forge, that in its boyhood had watched his bright sparks, 
and thought highly of Benedict's skill ; and Stephen al- 
ways yielded to the condition with a smile. And though 
Stephen and Benedict both rest now from their labors^ 
yet the wrought-iron share they contriyed with such care, 
cuts its deep straight furrow on the farm to this day. 

But while active life, diligence, and family love blessed 
the farm, the angel of death again came to call one of its 
children away. It was Charlotte, tall and strong for her 
years, cheerful as the morning, and busy as the day ; the 
cough that tells of consumption began, her strength failed 
her, and the doctor said she must die. That *^ must die *' 
has a strange heayy sound to our ears ; we might well 
think it should not be a '^must " that tells us of the call 
to leave this world, when our Saviour has overcome the 
sharpness of death, and opened the kingdom of heaven to 
all believers ; it may well be thought to soimd strange to 
the holy angels, who know more than we do of the dif- 
ference between this evil world and heaven, when they 
hear from our lips that sorrowful " must die," spoken of 
those who have only to pass through the valley of death's 
** shadow" to the open gate of the kingdom of heaven I 
When the doctor said that poor Charlotte must die, it 
fell on her ear with a solemn surprise. She had been 
always strong active, and happy, and had not a thought 
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about death. Their venerable minister departed when 
she was a little child, and since then there had been no 
one to tell her of heaven, nor to show her the waj by 
which she might enter therein. She said it was God's 
will, and it must be as He pleased, and she hoped she 
should be forgiven before she was taken awaj ! 

Little fair-headed Matthew used to bring his £a,ther's old 
pony every morning to the garden-gate, with the saddle 
of white cloth that Margery had never used since the day 
she was a widow ; and poor Charlotte was seated on it, 
and her little brother led it, that the rein might not tire 
her weak hand ; he led her over the pastures, and through 
the home lanes, under the shadow of the trees that arched 
overhead, and climbed up into the bank to gather her the 
wild-flowers of the season ; and so they went silently on 
until she was tired, and then he led her home, and she 
was laid down in the bed her mother had made for her 
in the farm-kitchen behind the door, where she could see 
all she loved around her, and never be left alone. And 
yet death is a lonely thing if heaven opens not to the 
dying eyes ; the home may be around, but the link that 
binds the dying to it is melting fast away; the tenderest 
watchers may be near, but they are not treading the 
same path with the dying, and a step is drawing near 
which must lead beyond their sight for ever on earth. 
The only companionship must be immortal then. If the 
dying eyes behold one drawing near and saying, "Fear 
not, for I am with thee, I have blotted out aa a doud thy 
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sins, and as a thick cloud thy transgressions ; return unto 
Me, I have redeemed thee ! " then the dying can rejoice 
and say, "0 death, where is thy sting? grave, where 
is thy victory ? " " But how shall they hear without a 
preacher ? " asks St. PauL No Hving voice drew near to 
tell the dying girl of the " balm of Gilead, the Physician 
there/' Stephen looked in grief on his sister ; he knew 
what to do in the practical business of life, but he did not 
know what to do in the passive act of death. As he sat 
beside her he could only say, '* It is the will of the Al- 
mighty, and we must submit;" and this was what the 
dying girl was doing, she was submitting : but there is a 
touching sadness in that which is only submission. 

Then Margery said to Stephen, " You must go and ask 
our minister to come ; 'tis not for the man that I send," 
she said bitterly, '' but for the sake of the place that he 
stands in ; since there's no hope of a better, 'tis all we 
can do ! " Stephen asked, and the minister came, and 
read the beautiful service of the Visitation for the Sick ; 
but the shadow of his presence darkened the chamber, 
and he came not again. The robins used to fly in and 
perch on the open door above poor Charlotte's Httle bed, 
and sing to her; and when she was dying, they kept 
watch by her pillow, and would not be driven away. The 
love between the farm children and God's creation was 
great, but all wondered to see the wild birds among the 
watchers by Charlotte's dying-pillow. And we may hope 
that He who said not even the sparrow fisdleth to the 
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ground without His Heavenlj Father, was near, though 
unseen ; for He hath said, " It shall be required according 
to that a man ha^ not according to that he hath not.'' 
But who will not consider how many, like this daughter 
of the farm, die in sadness for want of some one to guide 
them ! Let us hasten to teach them the knowledge and 
love of their Saviour in life, and then it will be theirs to 
be happy in death. So another child of Margery's slept 
in the churchyard, and Mary and Elsie were the only 
daughters left in the home of their mother. 

Then Nathaniel came back from his miller's appren- 
ticeship, and built a mill in the parish, and a house as 
near as could be to his own mother's farm, and begged for 
his bright sister Mary to live with him and keep his little 
home. So his mother consented ; and then she said in 
her wise heart, " I cannot keep all my five other sons to 
bring them up on this &rm, for when they be grown I 
cannot hope to settle them in other farms of their own, 
and this could not support them all then." So she said 
that Daniel must go and live with Nathaniel and Mary, 
and learn of his brother the trade of the miller. Now 
Daniel was the life and the loved of the home ; not a 
heart there but clung to him ; the poor old people of the 
parish said, "You might always know when Master 
Daniel was coming, for his footfi^Jl was music, if such 
things could be I " it had a spring in it so joyous that before 
you saw whom it bore there came a feeling of cheer ; 
his voice was blithe as a bird, and his smile made the 
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home sunshine ; no care rested on him like that which no 
early drew the furrows over Stephen's firm brow ; work to 
Daniel was plaj, for his skill made him master of the best 
way of doing it, and his life seemed all energy, diligence, 
and love. All said that Daniel was never tired, never 
dull, never slow. When he crossed the home thresh- 
old from labor, it was always with some cheery word on 
his tongue ; the home never seemed the same place if 
he did but chance to be out for the day. And when 
Margery said he must go, aU wept as if their young 
hearts would break, and told their mother in their. sorrow 
that if Daniel weiit away they could not be happy again ! 
Daniel said not a word, except that if it was the wish of 
his mother he was ready to go. Margery was troubled, 
but she answered, " My poor children, ye fret for to-day, 
but I must act for to&morrow. I can promise ye will all 
see it right in the end, for I trust there's a higher wisdom 
than your mother's that orders for you." So Daniel 
went and lived with Nathaniel and Mary ; and there were 
diligence and love in the little home of the miller as in 
that of the &rm ; but it was long before the &rm children 
grew reconciled, though only a few fields lay between, 
and Daniel's step was often seen fast bounding over them 
home. 

But while they grieved for the absent, Margery's chil- 
dren did not cling less to their home. Elsie was the 
only daughter left, and she never quitted her mother's 
side, except for a very rare visit to the near market- 
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towns. Stephen had two market-days in each week, 
attending both the nearest towns on their chief business 
day ; but nothing ever delayed him when his business 
was done. The home tea was made half-past five in* 
stead of five on that day, and Stephen was never absent 
He often told with a smile how the market friends would 
vainly persuade him to stay ; but he would take one glass 
of wine, which he always said, " was only for the good of 
the inn, for I never felt the better for drinking it, and I 
had a biscuit ¥rith it, and then off for my home. I knew 
they could give me nothing Hke a cup of my mother^s tea ; 
that was the best fare to me ! " The market-day never 
brought to that widowed mother one anxious thought for 
her home-returning son. 

On one of these afternoons, as Stephen was riding home 
from market on Starlight — the good horse was still in 
his vigor — ^he overtook a farm-bailiff who had lately 
come to a neighboring parish ; the bailiff was driving his 
wife home from market in his light cart, and Stephen 
overtook them ascending the same long hill that he had 
hastened up on foot when returning successful from the 
dishonest tradesman. He drew in his horse on the hill, 
and the farm-bailiff said, " You are early to-day, sir." 

" I fear not," replied Stephen, " I reckoned I was 
late." 

" Late I " said the bailiff^ " why there's many of youi 
standing would count it good time if they kept this side 
ten o'clock." 
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'^ AH/' answered Stephen, " there's one little word thej 
never learned how to spell.'' 

« What may that be ?" asked the bailiff 

"HOME," answered Stephen; "put those letters 
together and 70a get the best place upon earth I At 
least I know that for mj part I am never awaj from it 
but I wish myself there. There's many a one can say 
he was never the worse for being there, who canH say so 
much for being away from it" 

Now Stephen little knew at the time that he was talk- 
ing to one whose wife had seldom the happiness of seeing 
him home on the evening of any market-day. The 
young farmer was soon oS again on his horse beyond 
sight of the bailiff in his cart ; but those few words he 
had spoken, gushing fresh as they did from the heart of 
the speaker, laid such hold on the bailiff that he broke 
through, from that day, the habit of years, and returned 
an early and sober man from the market to his home ; 
and the blessing of the bailiff's wife was one that added 
its tribute to many that were granted to Stephen. It is 
in this way we must all one day find that our influence on 
others has told for good or for evil, jp instances without 
number, of which we were unconscious': t^e influence of 
what we owselves really are is radiating all arou^ us, 
while we think not of it. m 



CHAPTER XIII. 

MABGERY had a high stan {mg as a mistress, no less 
than as a mother. Her orders were short and de* 
cided, and obedience td them expected so promptly, that 
no neglectful habit had any time to gain strength. She 
had the advantage of being always engaged in the midst 
of her household, with her eye on their vays. Her own 
diligence, together with her high tone of authority and 
expectation, kept a bright polish on all the service around 
her ; while the justice that marked her character, and the 
absence of suspicion — ^that darkest shadow we can cast 
on the light of another — ^made her to be served with an 
open-hearted courage and cheerful diligence that gave an 
added charm to the home. She had chosen as her own 
serving lad a boy of the village, named John Wilton ; it 
was John's first place of service, and never boy had better 
training in all the iftoral duties that farm service requires. 
The lower wcSk of the dairy, all the poultry, the young 
pigs^and the wood-house, were John's care. One hour 
the Httle active fellow came in with his faggot of batlings 
for the (aim fires on his shoulder, another hour his open 
basket of eggs of that most attractive look which the farm 
eggs, fresh gathered from ^he nestSi always have, a purity 

7 (145) 
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and transparencj verj unlike their deadness and dulness 
when the &rm has made them over to the traffic of the 
market. 

The farm was the whole world to John Wilton, and aa 
he here found all his employment and interests, so his 
thoughts never went beyond it. When older, he changed 
his place of work from that of house-boy to day-laborer, 
then married and made a home of his own, but never 
changed in the faithful allegiance to his mistress who had 
^t trained him up into service. John had rejoiced at the 
birth of each child on the farm, followed with tears each 
lost blessing to the grave, and risen higher and higher in 
his trust, until Margery was heard uttering her rare praise, 
and saying, *^ You might look far enough before you would 
find a better servant in his place than John Wilton.*' John 
made his own home the very pattern of industry ; each 
child had to get through a certain amount of spinning in 
the week, or to go supperless to bed on Saturday evening. 
Rosy, well-fed, and warmly clothed, his children were the 
pride of his heart, and his home was all that honesty, in- 
dustry, and cheerful service could make it. John resolved 
that, if possible, he would be an independent man, and 
provide against an evil day, so as never to have to ask 
parish pay. Wages then were not what wages are now; 
one shilling a day was the money earned by John in his 
place on the farm, but with this and home spinning he 
made enough and to spare. His place was that of head- 
woodman ; but one day he had gone in as second horseman 
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^ with the wagon to the nearest market-town^ and iiS he 
was watering and rubbing down the fine horses of the 
team, that they might be more admired when he led them 
back through the lown, a man standing near said, '' We 
had such a tale told here last night as few eyer heard be- 
fore, as well-spoken a gentleman as could want to be ; thej 
say he's a Methodist, but I belieye he's in the right for all 
that| and able to put the right waj afore them that never 
knew it before." 

" That's easy I " said a respectable man who stood by. 
" I could tell them that never knew it, the right way to 
walk in ; but show me a man who can tell them that have 
known and left it, the way to get back to it again I I can 
tell you the main trouble Hes there." 

" Well, then, you go up and hear for yourself" said the 
first man, " for that's the very thing he framed aU his dis- 
course on. He showed up the poor prodigal, till I am 
sure I thought I was he ; and he is going to lay out how 
he came back to his father on next Sunday night" 

''No; is he?" said the respectable man; and John 
stopped rubbing his horses and looked up on the first 
speaker, for he also wished to make sure on the subject 

''He said so," replied the man, "and for my part I 
believe him." 

Nothing more was said, except that John asked the 
man before leaving where the meeting was to be held, 
for he had secretly determined to go. 

On Sunday evening he set out for the market-towOi 
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without diflclosing his purpose. Mile after mile, until 
from the heights on which he' stood he looked down on 
the town, nestled warm in the vallej helow. It had 
once been a vallej of light; Hps had preached there the 
everlasting Gkiepel, which for so doing were burned to 
ashes at the stake on the rerj hill where John Wilton 
stood. The spire of its beautiful church still pointed like 
a finger to hearen, but the Hying voice was not there 
which once rang like a trumpet through its aisles, show 
ing God's people their sin, and His Israel their trans- 
gression. The people stumbled on the dark mountaina 
of ignorance ; and of all the sons whom England's Church 
has brought forth, the j had not one able to guide them 
aright He whom John Wilton was hastening to hear 
was one whose object was to gather where the Church's 
hands were slack ; to suppl j her lack of service. The 
room was full, and John. saw both the men there who had 
talked together in his presence at the inn. The place of 
the Scripture that was read was th^ Prodigal Son, and 
the words were, his return to his Father. The stranger 
told how hard had been the heart of the prodigal, and 
cold as a stone, until that thought of his Fatheb rose up 
within it, softening and wanning it; then he began to 
look after his home, and to set out in tie waj that led 
back to it, and when any tempted him to turn aside out 
of the way he thought of his Fatheb, and could not be 
persuaded. Then he told how some would have him 
wait a little, and not press on so &8t^ because there would 
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be time enough jet ; but he could not be hmdered, for he 
thought of his Fathbb. Then he told how he reached 
home at last, and how his Father embraced him, and 
forgave all his evil wanderings awaj, and clothed him in 
beautiful garments, and gave him glory and honor, and 
he went out no more, but dwelt happj for ever in the 
love and the house of his Father. And the stranger 
said, '' I have shown jou the love of the poor prodigal's 
Father, and if you could but get back to the heart of 
that Heavenly Father, you would find the same love in 
it waiting for you. If you come again on next Sunday 
evening I will show you the way by which you, like the 
poor prodigal, may get back to His arms and His ever* 
lasting home. John said it was heavenly, but he would 
hear a little more before he told his mistress and young 
masters where he had been. 

The next Sunday evening John went as before, and 
the stranger read from the same place in the Bible, of the 
prodigal son. Then he said he had told them before of 
the Love of the Heavenly Father, how He hastened to 
welcome the poor prodigal to EQs arms when He saw 
him coming back in the distance ; but, he said, I must 
tell you of something beside EQs Love, I must tell you also 
of His Justice, and how it was the poor prodigal was 
able to stand before that. So he told them of Qod the 
Father's holiness — ^how He was of purer eyes than to 
look upon sin ; told them of His holy law, which had only 
one punishment for every offence, and that punishment 
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eternal death: ''The soul that sinneth, it shall die.** 
How was it then, he asked, that the poor prodigal ever 
got hack to the arms of his Father ? How is it that any 
poor sinner can ever get back to the arms of the Heav- 
enlj Father? Then he showed them One, the beloved 
Son of the Father, pure and spotless, and doing always 
such things as pleased Him ; he showed them this be- 
loved Son led as a lamb to the slaughter, dying on the 
cross for the poor prodigal ; he showed them this Holj 
One bearing the poor sinner's punishment, dying that the 
sinner might live ; he told them of the poor sinner wash- 
ing away all his sin in the blood of that beloved Son, and 
so being made clean for the arms and the home of the 
Father. He told them that the beautiful robe in which 
the prodigal was dressed, was the robe of this beloved 
Son of the Fatheb, that the poor prodigal was made 
comely through his comeliness which He had put upon 
him ; and he told them His name was called Jesus, be- 
cause He could save from sin, and that He was able to 
save unto the uttermost all who came unto God by Him ; 
that the Heavenly Father would heed the poor sinner's 
faintest prayer, if it were asked for the sake of His Son, 
Jesus Christ. But the stranger said that though he had 
now shown them the heart of the Heavenly Father, and 
the way for them each one to get back to the arms of 
His love, through His beloved Son, Jesus Christ, yet 
they had not heard all that must be known about the 
poor prodigal, — they must come again on the next Sun« 



I 
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day eyening, and he would tell them then. So John 
thought he would not say where he had been, until he 
had heard this one discourse more. 

When the next Sunday came he went again, and took 

his place in the room, which was always quite fulL The 

stranger read again of the prodigal son^ and then he said, 

'' How came that thought about his Fatheb, in the heart 

of the poor prodigal ? it was not there before : he had 

lived a long time in that far country, and not longed 

once before to see the face of his Father. How came 

the thought to spring up in his heart, * I will arise and 

go to my Father * ? I will tell you how it came there ; 

the Heavenly Father sent forth the Spirit of His beloved 

Son into the heart of the poor prodigal, and that Holy 

Spirit breathed in his heart those blessed words, *My 

Father I ' and then the poor prodigal thought on the 

love of his Father, and said, * I will arise and go to 

Him I ' You are sinners, like the prodigal ; have you 

got that thought in your heart ? are you saying, * I will 

arise and go to my Father*? If you are, then there is 

hope for you that God has sent forth the Spirit of His 

beloved Son into your hearts, crying, * My Father I * 

Do not delay ; make haste, as the prodigal did ; kneel 

down at the feet of the Father's beloved Son, Jesus 

Christ ; beg of Him to wash you clean from all your sins, 

that you may be made fit for the arms of your Father ; 

thank Him that He has sent His Holy Spirit to put that 

thought in your heart, *I will arise and go to my Father,' 
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and beg of Him to lead yon in the way iliat you slionld 
go, and to strengthen yon to walk therein, until you come 
to His Father and your Father, to His God and your 
€k>d. But then,*' he asked, *^ is there any one here in 
whose heart there is no such cry as 'My Father!' no 
thought, * I will arise and go to Him ' ? If such a one be 
here he must beg of Qod to send down the Spirit of His 
beloved Son into his heart, and then he will soon find the 
thought * Mt Patheb I * will wake up within him. 'Ask, 
and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find: for if 
ye, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your 
children, how much more shall your Heavenly Father 
give the HQly Spirit to them that ask Him ? ' " 

"Now," said John, "if I never hear any more, that's 
enough to save me, if God helps me to remember and 
obey it. I can see now what to pray for, and, what's 
more, I will never rest until I get it." John prayed — ^he_ 
prayed in his cottage, in the fields ; he was always afraid 
of losing the hold of what lie had gained, and this^made 
him pray the more earnestly. 

JOHN Wilton's pbayeb. 
" God be merciful to me a sinner I and send down the 
Spirit of His beloved Son into my heart, to bring me to 
my Father I for Jesus Christ's sake. Amen." 

John Wilton prayed so earnestly and so often, that 
God answered him abundantly, and sent down the Spirit 
of Christ into his heart, and his whole life from that time 
was illumined by this divine light. 
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When Margery first heard that her fkyorite, John 
Wilton, had been off to the Methodists, she shook her 
head, and said, " *Tis not the first step, but all that follow 
after, je must take into reckoning.** She kept a strict 
look out in all that concerned John Wilton for a time, 
but when she saw that Gk>d's favor and the light of the 
divine countenance clothed John as with a sunbeam, and 
that all he did stood the test of that light, then Margery 
said, ''It was a pity that such men as taught him did 
not stand up for the Church of their country, and teach 
some who would be better on the low stool for awhile." 

Tet Margery was not altogether wrong in her caution, 
when she said it was not the first step, but all that fcji- 
lowed after must be taken in reckoning. 

The people of the town built a meeting for the good 
man who had taught them so weU of an evening, and this 
made John wish to be in the town the whole day on 
Sunday. So he left all his children to his poor wife, who 
had no knowledge to guide tijem. His boys grew wild 
on Sundays, and broke away with evil companions, while 
John was keeping his Sabbath, with his crust of bread in 
his pocket, far off in the town. Had John only had the 
self-denial and the right judgment to spend the day with 
his family, taking them to church as before, and teaching 
them all he now knew at home, he might then have walk* 
ed with his boys to the evening service in the town, and 
so have commanded his household after him in the fear 
of his Gk)d. But in this one thing he failed, and while 
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his own path, in the eyes of all men, shone brighter and 
brighter to the perfect day, his poor sons became a curse 
to the pkce where they dwelt ; for broken Sabbaths are 
stepping-stones to destruction : so it was that John Wil- 
ton had to see his children examples of evil, while Mar- 
gery's became a blessing to the Tillage of their birth. 

It greatly pleased Stephen that his favorite laborer had 
become so thoughtful a man ; he felt thankful to have a 
man of prayer on the farm, and he did not see any differ- 
ence between his laborer's supplications and his own. It 
did not strike him that there waa this difference between 
them — ^that his own supplications had reference to the life 
that now is, John Wilton's chiefly to the life that is to 
come. Stephen prayed, that he might order his affstirs 
with discretion ; John Wilton, that he might at last be 
received by Gk>d the Father, washed in the precious blood 
of the Son, and led by the Spirit of Gk>d. But though 
Stephen at that time saw not this difference, yet he 
walked by the light unto which he had attained, and to 
such the divine promise is sure, '* He that is faithful over 
a few things shall be made ruler over many ; for to him 
that hath shall be given, and he shall have more abund- 
antly." 

And so the fountain had been opened in the valley ; 
and now the river began to flow on the high places. The 
valley to which John Wilton turned his stepn lay &r 
away to the west of the forest fimn ; to the east there 
rose a hill, on which stood a church, with- &rm8 and 
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whitewashed cottages clustering around it. It had a 
happj look £rom the distance, when the sun gleamed on 
the high ground, and the white hamlet laj like a gath- 
ered family around the old church. It was but a little 
place and very poor^ though in the days of Charles the 
First it provided and maintained a mounted horseman for 
the strife that then troubled England. It lay far from 
any high-road, and lawless men had made their haunt 
there, and it was lefl; neglected and destitute. Once 
every Sunday, about noonday, the heavy door of the old 
church was thrown back upon its hinges, and a man boot- 
ed and spurred entered in and performed the service, as 
it was called; it lasted as short a time as possible, and 
then, he hastened on over hedge and ditch to serve an- 
other church in the same way. No eye of higher life 
looked down upon the lonely village, save when the 
neighboring gentry chanced to hunt across its fields ; and 
what the state of the village might be seemed no concern 
to them — "Am I my brother's keeper?" Death at 
length summoned this hireling Hector from his charge ; 
with all his broken vows upon his soul, he went to stand 
before Him whose dread tribunal can look more terrible 
to none than to the false shepherd of that flock for which 
the Judge upon the Throne gave up his life. " The Lord 
hath prepared of ffis goodness for the poor." 

The new Hector could not enter at once upon its duties; 
80 a friend, dear to him as a brother, undertook the little 
village for a time. There was no place in the parish in 
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which the clergjrman coiild live, so the new minister took 
a house as near to it as one could be found, and with his 
wife, whose youthful beauty had graced one of England's 
ancestral homes, he came to tend these lost sheep in the 
wilderness. 

It was soon told on Margery's &rm that things were 
now ordered quite differently at the church on the hill ; 
and as there was only one service in their own parish 
each Sunday, Margery said to her children, '^The best 
thing you can do is to go one part of the day to the little 
hill church now." So they went, and Margery kept house 
at home. Amongst Stephen's laborers there was a poor 
man who said to himself '*If my young masters take that 
trouble, why should not I?" Ben Hoffman by name, 
tall in figure, a silent man, industrioua and steady. When 
he reached the old church porch he stood there amongst 
the men, who waited outside until the minister came. 
When Ben saw the new minister and his lady at his side, 
he took his hat from his head and bowed reverently to 
them ; for he said, only to look on them paid him for his 
trouble in walking so far to church. The minister and 
his lady passed in through the old porch, he with his 
kindly smile upon all, and she in her beauty and tender- 
ness. The men followed, and Ben went in with them. 
The second lesson was John 3M, ,* and as the minister 
read of the cruel mockings and scourging, the crown at 
tlioms that encircled the Bedeemer's sacred head, the cry 
of "Crucify Him," and theA the de^th of the I^QTd, th§ 
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tears stole down his cheeks, and his voice trembled with 
emotion. The pastor's tears have oftentimes softened 
hearts, that but a little before seemed unready to receive 
the seed of the Word. Whether openly or in secret, 
they fall not in vain. The sermon turned to the same 
affecting subject, and Ben's sympathy was awakened. 
''How bad his words made me feel," said Ben, ''and yet 
some way not bad altogether!" Ben went again and 
again, and the light of life dawned on his soul. He was 
a man of quiet temperament, by reason of which it might 
be that the new life he now lived was not so vivid and 
expressive in him as in his fellow-laborer John. But in 
a few years he became blind, and then the heaven to 
which his spirit was always looking up reflected itself in 
his countenance ; such a calm radiance beamed there that 
you felt the spirit within dwelt in a region of sunshine 
and songs, beyond the earthly house of its pilgrimage ; in 
looking on his face you thought of light, not of darkness, 
and the smile of that blind man was one that told its light 
was celestiaL 

The pastor who had led Ben to his Saviour was far 
away when blindness fell on the villager, having only 
taken charge of the parish until its new Rector could 
come ; but year after year he sent help through Stephen 
to the blind peasant. Ben shared that pastor's children's 
bread, until, a few months distant from each other, both 
entered paradise. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE fann life flowed on with that calm current of 
change which brings its interest and anxiety to agri- 
cultural employment ; the early and latter seed-time, the 
hay-time and harvest, the fields but just cleared when the 
plough again renews the soil, the felling and barking of 
timber, the sheep-shearing, the careful tending and rear- 
ing of all the young life of the farm for the different 
time at which each reaches its perfection, the constant 
work of the dairy ; and on Margery's farm all this busy 
employment, this skill and anxiety, was cheered and 
strengthened by filial and fraternal affection. But while 
the whole course of nature follows on year after year in 
its season, ^' Man only knoweth not his time, it falleth 
suddenly on them." Death, to man, came not by Gk>d's 
order, but by man's disorder ; therefore it has no certain 
season, but often calls us when least expected, and stands 
close beside us when we thought it far away. And now 
every heart in the farm circle ached, when the bright 
crimson on young Edward's cheek deepened and settled 
to a hectic flush, and consumption's cough told that his 
days upon earth would be few. Stephen had set his 
deep affections on the lad, he loved him as Joseph loved 

(168) 



XKGLAKB'S TXOMBK: FBOM LIFE. 159 

Ills Benjamin, and no wonder, for the boy had none of 
earth's strong passions, but the meekness and gentleness 
of a child in all he did and said ; silent, yet so skilful in 
his work, mindful of orders, and full of quiet observation, 
no wonder all tenderly loved him, and could not think 
that seventeen summers was to be the term of so sweet a 
life on earth. Stephen looked upon him day by day 
with that questioning solicitude, which seemed silently to 
say, ""Who can tell whether Gk)d.may be gracious unto 
me, that the child may live I " 

One thing in Edward told of more than earthly feeling, 
his Bible was the object that he seemed to care for more 
than anything beside. "When he could not work in the 
fields, it was sure to be beside him ; he would open and 
read, then sit thoughtfully imtil he* read again. Yet he 
spake not of what he read, nor of what ho hoped or 
feared ; the silence of the mother's lips seemed to seal 
her children's also. Edward had not known the vener- 
able clergyman whom his elder brothers and sisters had 
loved and learned &om; a very different man had re* 
ceived him at the font, and baptized him into the name 
of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. But 
though man changeth, God doth not change ; and the 
good-will of our Heavenly Father, declared by His Son 
Jesus Christ, and sealed by the Holy Spirit of promise, 
comes not by man, but by the eternal purpose and grace 
of God. Edward had grown up in a home where the 
Bible was honored, the Sabbath kept holy, and prayer 
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continually offered ; and before lus joung life &ded or 
his strength was weakened bj disease, one able to shoTf 
him greater things than those that had yet been taught 
him, came to the eastern hill, and eyerj Sunday saw Ed- 
ward, with Elsie and his brothers, worshipping there. 
The new Rector had now come, and taken his duties 
upon himself and his observation often fell on the lad's 
expressive &ce, the first traces of consumption as yet 
only heightening its beauty, and giving lustre to eyes full 
of attention and quiet thought ; but he was one amongst 
many strangers who now came to the church, and the 
Rector lived at a distance of seven miles from the parish 
and nine from the farm, so that intercourse did not seem 
a probable thing. 

When Edward grew too weak to walk to church, he 
never complained of the loss, never expressed a wish 
about anything, only had his Bible always dose beside 
him, read in it, and sat silent and thoughtfuL Stephen 
had known from a child that the Bible told the way to 
reach the kingdom of heaven. He could well remember 
how his great-grandmother found all in the Bible. And 
now he saw young Edward caring for nothing but that 
Holy Book. Yet he did not feel happy about him ; he 
watched the boy, and there was no brightening in his 
patient &ce ; it did not seem to him as if he had found 
what he wanted. Stephen would have given all he had 
to have comforted the lad, but he did not know how ; 
he had not thought about meeting death himself and he 
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did not know how to help another to meet it : he still 
supposed the only thing to be done, was to submit to the 
will of the Almighty ; but that young patient face, with 
the look of sadness upon it, was almost more than he 
knew how to bear, and he could only lifl up his prayer 
in the words he had learned from the collect, '* O God I 
we beseech Thee leave us not comfortless." 

When Edward grew weaker, he was laid in the large 
crimson bed in the favorite guest-chamber, and some one 
of the home always sat there beside him. Margery would 
certainly have sent, as before, for their minister, but it 
had greatly displeased him that she should send her 
family to another church, though all worshipped in their 
own whenever it was opened for service. In his hasty 
displeasure he had said that he would never enter Mar- 
gery's dwelling again, and it was always a principle with 
Margery never to make any one go from their word. 
"If it be a good word," she would say, '*you are bound 
to help them to maintain it ; and if it be a bad one, you 
are not to interfere between the word and Him before 
whom it was uttered ; it is for the Almighty to turn it 
back ; it must wait for His time." Therefore Margery 
sent no request that the minister would come ; but still in 
her heart the thought that troubled her most was that 
her child would die, not like a lamb of the fold, but a lost 
nurseling in the wilderness. Never absent from the 
church of his fathers, she felt it strangely hard that he 
should die so neglected. She had yet to see how in this 
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" the ways" and " the thoughts" of the Most High were 
not hers, because they were " higher I " 

It was the second watch of the night, the watch to- 
wards morning, and it was Stephen's turn to take it. 
Elsie had kept the first watch, and she now left the room 
softly, for Edward was sleeping. She went to lie down 
for an hour or two, before rising again to the dairy churn- 
ing at four o'clock; Stephen stepped in as softly, and took 
the arm-chair by the bed. When he had taken the 
watch before, it had generally been the night watch, as 
they called it, &om nine o'clock until one o'clock, and 
then Edward had always been wakeful, and had liked 
Stephen to read to him, for he seldom slept much before 
midnight. He liked Stephen to keep the first watch, be- 
cause he always knew the chapters and psalms he most 
wanted to hear, and could pray many of the Church 
prayers beside him, which the others did not seem to 
know so well how to do; but this night it happened other- 
wise, and when Stephen went in, the dying lad had fallen 
into his long morning slumber. A midnight hour with- 
out sleep once saved a nation (Esther vi. 1.) So now, 
on the contrary, the sleep God giveth his beloved 
(Psalm cxxvii. 2) proved the occasion of enduring bless- 
ing. Stephen sat down by the bed, the Bible lay on the 
little round table by his chair, and the one dim night- 
candle was burning. He sat listening to the breathing 
of the boy, so different from the gentle slumber of health ; 
he felt how vain it was to think to save from death, and 
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in his heart he said, " merciful God, must the child die 
alone ? No minister come to offer up a prayer for him 
to Thee?" While he was sitting in this mournful 
thought, yoimg Edward woke, and, looking up and seeing 
that it was Stephen who sat beside him, he said, as he 
was wont, " Read, brother." Stephen turned to the lad's 
favorite psalm, the twenty-fiflh ; it was the psalm that he 
chose to have read to him every day, always saying that 
Stephen must not go out in the morning until he had 
read him that psalm. Stephen turned to it now ; but 
before many words had been read, Edward was again 
sleeping. Stephen read on to himself " Show me Thy 
ways, Lord, teach me Thy paths." "When he reached 
the verse, " Consider mine enemies, for they are many, 
and they hate me with cruel hatred," his thoughts turned, 
as it was natural they should, to the only enemy they had 
in the world ; one who might have been expected, from 
the place he had filled, to be their best friend. While he 
thought on these things, he turned to the fiftieth chapter 
of Jeremiah ; it was a chapter he had often read and 
thought upon as descriptive of the sad condition of his 
parish, and now he turned to it again to find sympathy in 
the knowledge of the Most High. " My people have 
been lost sheep, their shepherds have caused them to go 
astray, they have turned them away on the mountains." 
As Stephen read he wept, and then he prayed, and still 
his tears were many. He who had subdued oppression 
with the sword of the Spirit, he who had pleaded hia 
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own came fearle88l7 and alone against the false witness 
of man, now "wept and made supplication like Jacob, 
and, like him, he had power with Qod and prevailed/' 
Few moments in any life could present a more touching 
aspect than this; the young man, in his strength and 
activity, keeping watch by night in that dimly-lifted 
chamber, beside the death-bed of the younger brother of 
his home, turning to the Word of Gk>d for the sympathy 
earth could not give, and, with supplications and tears, 
beseeching God in behalf of the lad. 

Then, in that long watch, while Edward still slept, he 
looked again on the chapter open before him, and read 
the words, "In those days, and in that time, saith the 
Lord, the children of Israel shall come, they and the chil- 
dren of Judah together, going and weeping, they shall go 
and seek the Lord their God, they shall ask the way to 
Zion, with their faces thitherward." It seemed, truly, a 
description of his own state at that moment, and the 
thought rose within him, " ' In those days they shall ask 
the way 1 ' then if we be like them, surely we may ask if 
alsol if our minister won't come near to show .us, we 
must ask of one that will There can be no manner of 
doubt that we may, for does it not say, ' They shall ask 
the way ' ? There is but one that I know of who can 
show us, and I believe that he will; but, let that be as 
God pleases, 111 not be behind His Word in asking 1 " 
It was the first time that the thought had occurred to Ste-' 
phen of requesting a visit firom any other minister than 
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their own, but in the sorrowful extremity of that night it 
came to his soul in connexion with the words that he 
read, and at once he resolved to follow it out in the fSuth 
of the Word of his God. He had heard the voice behind 
him saying, " This is the way, walk ye in it." He longed 
for the day to dawn. He could not watch the sunrise, 
for the eastern window that once let in the early radiance 
had been darkened, but he saw the slanting sunbeams fall 
on the southern window's white blind, and could hear the 
cheerful sounds that told of morning's advance — ^the head 
horseman at the farm by four o'clock^ then the call of the 
cows, and Elsie's voice below. As soon as he could, he 
gave up his watch to Philip, and hastened to settle his 
business for the day, that he -might not be hindered in 
starting for his drive of nine miles to the house of the new 
Rector of the neighboring church, who had now taken 
into his own charge the parish that lay on the high ground 
to the east. 

There was then in each social tie more of a patriarchal 
character than can often be found now ; and in all the 
rural districts there was a comparative sitting still and at 
rest, each taking what was found around him, without 
going far to seek a supply. But it surely is not an Eng- 
lish feeling that ever questions the lawfulness of freely 
entering any house where want, sickness, or death looks 
vainly for counsel and comfort in the hour of need. If 
the Englishman's cottage be his castle, and he may shut 
its door against whom he pleases^ so may he also open it t« 
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whomsoever he will, or the principle fails of all force ; and 
while the administration of the sacraments must be local 
and individual to each parish and its minister, the comfort 
wherewith anj are themselves comforted of Gk>d must be 
open from one heart to another, free as the tender mercies 
of the Most High, which are over all his works, and un- 
limited as the universal brotherhood of man. 

Stephen was always prompt to execute his purpose ; he 
would say, " I once set that word before me, * Whatsoever 
thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might,' and as sure 
as ever I failed to follow that word up closely, I gave 
time for a hindrance to drop. in." Therefore the newly 
risen sun saw Stephen on his way. Then he said to 
himself '^ This is surely a great favor I am going to ask. 
This new clergyman might well say to me that *tis not for 
him to'look after other men's lost sheep. I am sure I 
couldn't blame him if he did, for he must have enough to 
do to look after his own. "Yet," again he thought, " to 
see how the Saviour travelled the country if so much as 
a poor sick child sent to ask Him I and by what I can 
see and hear, this new clergyman follows very close upon 
Him." So discoursing with himself, he reached the 
house of the minister, was shown at once to the study, 
and the hand of welcome extended to greet him. 

"I am ccme after troubh'ng you, sir; but I have a 
young brother who now lies djing, and we have no one 
to speak a word to him for his good. We are poorly off 
in our parish, and our minister has offended himself with 
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us, and says he will not enter our house. If it would not 
be too much trouble to you to come over before my poor 
brother be gone, we should all esteem it the greatest favor 
in the world." 

Happily that minister was fully persuaded that he lost 
not his right as an Englishman because he was a Church- 
man: nor did he think that the Word made any excep- 
tion when it said, " Pure religion and undefiled before God 
and the Father is this, to visit the fiitherless and widows 
in their affliction ;" therefore he unhesitatingly promised 
to go, and Stephen hastened back with lightened heart to 
the farm. 

When Margery heard that the clergyman would come, 
and certainly arrive before long, she sent and called all 
her children each one &om his employment to the chamber 
where their yoimg brother lay. At length, on the oppo- 
site hill, above the green valley, they saw the hired gig 
which brought the clergyman and his wife, for when a 
visit involved effort like the present he could seldom ven- 
ture without her. The hired horse knew his driver, and 
the ascent to the farm being steep he made a halt, at 
which silent hint the clergyman alighted and walked. The 
fair-headed Matthew was keeping watch at the window, 
and when he saw the mutual understanding between the 
^^^fgyoiAn and the horse, he turned away in entire satisfao- 
tion, and rubbing his hands together yud, "That's the 
man to come here, I can see at this distance I " and the 
dying boy looked up in expectation from hia pillow* Mar- 
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gerj went down with Stephen to receive the clergyman 
and his lady, and conducted them up to the chamber. 
Then entered those footsteps of blessing, never &miliar 
but loved, and most loved where most familiar ! It was 
the clergyman's habit to see the sick apart from their fam* 
ilies, that they might speak more freely, but it was not 
possible to think of dismissing all those statue-like figures 
that had taken their places round the walls of the room 
on the large oaken chairs, with seats of crimson, that stood 
round this the favorite guest-chamber, each with a £ic6 
full of reverence, yet sad as if every thought and every 
feeling were concentrated on the interest before them. 
There was everything to win and assure the dying lad in 
the aspect and tone of him who now sat beside him ; and 
the tender, beautiful smile of her he brought with him was 
a softened sunbeam, that did not flit across the surface of 
suffering and sorrow, but penetrated and lightened its 
jgloom. That minister's teaching was simple as his high 
commission, '' Go ye into all the world and preach the 
gospel to every creature ; " simple as the divine declara* 
tion, '^Look unto Me and be ye saved," '^The blood of 
Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin." Young Edward had 
heard the same voice declaring the same precious truth 
before, but now it was addressed personally to him; it 
was the dying boy's want to be encouraged to cling to his 
Saviour, to look to nothmg but Christ. The words of 
truth and love breathed for him, fell like the summer eve- 
ning dew upon the thirsty drooping flower * in the balm 
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of that dew the fair blossom of his young life closed up to 
sleep, and reopen at the resurrection of the just in per- 
fected beauty and fragrance. . The clergyman came again 
and again, and a heayenly gleam lightened those last days 
in which the living watch by the dying. The boy never 
yielded his love for the twenty-fifth Psalm, he still would 
give his charge that Stephen should not go out without 
reading it to him ; but he now added the same love for the 
fourth chapter of the first of Thessalonians, and that also 
must be read to him daily. But the tide ofTiis young life 
ebbed fast. 

One day he said to Stephen, " Read, brother." 

"What shall I read? " Stephen asked. 

" Read, Them that sleep in Jesus will God bring with 
Him." 

Stephen read, but earth was ^ding into heaven; the 
boy raised his arms, could not speak, they fell back, and 
his meek spirit was gone, gone to Him, the meek and 
lowly in heart, who had taught him his ways upon earth, 
and whose presence he now beholdeth in heaven. 

No time could efface from Stephen's remembrance the 
tenderness and the anxiety of his love for that brother. 
He had trained him to the skilful exercise of all his home 
work; and he had wrestled with heaven for the brighter 
light that so tenderly shone on the last days of his 
earthly life. Stephen would speak of him as years passed 
away, of the prayers and the tears that young death had 
cost him, and would say, " He was surely the meekest 
8 
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spirit upon earth ; if eyer one had the spirit of a little 
child it was he: and our Saviour sajs it is them that 
shall enter the Idngdonii ik> I think we may saj hx is 

r 



CHAPTER XV. 

STEPHEN stood as it were side bj side with the 
Roman centurion, Cornelius, *^ a devout man, and one 
that feared Gbd with all his house, which gave much alma 
to the people, and prayed to Qod alway " — to whom the 
angel said, "Thy prayers and thine alms are come up for 
a memorial before Gk>d; now send men to Joppa, uid 
call for one Simon.'' Cornelius sent for his own instruction, 
Stephen for the sake of another, who received the bless- 
ing, but Stephen found it not then. 

Margery now went with her sons to the church on the 
distant hill; Matthew drove her there; and she heard th^ 
words of truth from that voice which had spoken heavenly 
peace in the ear of her dying child. She sat with her 
family in the Rector's pew in the chancel; Stephen 
always occupied a comer where few liked to sit, so he 
made it his own. The church was well filled, and Mar- 
gery's sons made a great addition to the melody there; 
the clerk led the singing from the far end of the church 
with a solemn and musical voice, the village people join- 
ing as they best could read pr remember the hymns; the 
children of the Sunday-school raised their clear joyoot 
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CHAPTER XV. 

STEPHEN stood as it were side by side with the 
Boman centurion, Cornelius, " a devout man, and one 
that feared Gbd with all his house, which gave much alma 
to the people, and prayed to Gk)d alway " — ^to whom the 
angel said, '^Thj prayers and thine alms are come up for 
a memorial before Qod; now send men to Joppa, uid 
call for one Simon/' Cornelius sent for his own instruction, 
Stephen for the sake of another, who received the bless- 
ing, but Stephen found it not then. 

Margery now went with her sons to the church on the 
distant hill ; Matthew drove her there ; and she heard th^ 
words of truth from that voice which had spoken heavenly 
peace in the ear of her dying child. She sat with her 
family in the Rector's pew in the chancel; Stephen 
always occupied a comer where few liked to sit, so he 
made it his own. The church was well filled, and Mar* 
gery's sons made a great addition to the melody there; 
the clerk led the singing from the far end of the church 
with a solemn and musical voice, the village people join- 
ing as they best could read pr remember the hjrmns ; the 
children of the Sunday-school raised their clear joyous 
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CHAPTER XV. 

QTEPHEN stood as it were ride by ride with the 
kJ Roman centurion, Cornelius, ''a devout man, and one 
that feared God with all his house, which gave much alma 
to the people, and prayed to God alway " — -to whom the 
angel said, '^Thy prayers and thine alms are come up for 
a memorial before Qod; now send men to Joppa, uid 
call for one Simon/' Cornelius sent for his own instruction, 
Stephen for the sake of another, who received the bless- 
ing, but Stephen found it not then. 

Margery now went with her sons to the church on the 
distant hill; Matthew drove her there; and she heard th^ 
words of truth from that voice which had spoken heavenly 
peace in the ear of her dying child. She sat with her 
family in the Rector's pew in the chancel; Stephen 
always occupied a comer where few liked to sit, so he 
made it his own. The church was well filled, and Mar- 
gery's sons made a great addition to the melody there; 
the clerk led the singing from the far end of the church 
with a solemn and musical voice, the village people join- 
ing as they best could read pr remember the hymns ; the 
children of the Sunday-school raised their clear joyous 
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voices, and Margery's sons, with practised ear and steady 
tunefulness, blending with the Rector's fiunilj, balanced 
the joong treble from the chancel and the broader tones ^ 

beyond, filling the old church, so long silent and desolate, 
with 'Hhat holy, heayenly melody, the music of a thank- 
ful heart." Oh I blessed Sabbath-days, how many now 
made perfect give thanks for. haying seen ye I It was no 
little charm to Margery's children that the voice they now 
listened to had music in its tones. Stephen would say, 
''No instrument can match that voice 1" Philip would 
say, <' it seemed to him nothing could be very £u: wrong 
where that voice could be heard 1 " Nathaniel, that '^ it 
was the voice of a good man, and what music could be 
equal to that?" and Elsie, that '^to her thinking, there 
€Ould be no voice like to that upon earth ! " And so its 
tones became dear, while as yet the highest truths that it 
taught were but seen from afar. 

Nathaniel was the only one of Margery's seven sons 
who had been trained to his emplojrment away from his 
home. Thei reverence for the Sabbath, and the church 
of his country, in which he had been brought up, went 
with him when he went ; and the town where he served 
his apprenticeship was blessed with teaching in its church 
which shed a clearer light on Nathaniel's soul than as yet 
had shone upon Stephen's. He came back to his native 
parish the same in outward aspect, and most ready in ad- 
dress of all Margery's sons, humble and guileless in spirit^ 
to worship again in his parish church with his mothdi 
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and again to join his powerful bass Voice to the choir, still 
formed by the brothers of his hone ; but with a far clearer 
knowledge and deeper feeling of the one only way of 
escape from sin and its condemnation. The growing 
ignorance and evil in the parish deeply grieyed his always 
compassionate heart, and it became his constant prayer 
that Grod would enable him to accomplish some means of 
instruction, for the poor ungodly children around. There 
was a laborer on the farm, an old man, who could not only 
read well, a rare attainment in those days, but he had also 
an inteUigent mind, and a heart enlightened and warmed 
by divine truth. So Nathaniel consulted with Stephen 
whether the old man's farm labor should be lessened to 
three days in the week, and the other three be given by 
him to school-keeping, for the sake of the poor ignorant 
children; who might also be assembled by him every 
Sunday to attend the service at church, and on the other 
part of the day, when the church was not opened, be fur- 
ther instructed by old Linstead in the school. Shephen's 
warm response at once encouraged Nathaniel; the two 
brothers took the care and expense of the school upon 
themselves, and children of all ages, except the very 
young, were soon gathered around Linstead, learning the 
heavenly truth he knew well how to teach. The children 
made a great addition to the few who now entered the 
parish church. Nathaniel instructed them in singing, they 
soon caught the sweet psalm tunes, while old Linstead in 
the week-day taught them many a hymn, which he thought 
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matched the tunes full as well as the psalms arranged hy 
Tate and Bradj, and might, he said, come nigher to the 
imderstandings of the young. So Nathaniel thanked Gbd, 
and Stephen greatly rejoiced in the good work of his 
brother. " My brother's school," he always called it, be- 
cause the thought had been NathanieFs. And the tear 
rose to Margery's eye when she saw her sons, pressed 
round as they were with the world's care, opposed where 
they had most right to look for help, and yet spending 
their thoughts and hard-won earnings on the blessing of 
the poor and ignorant around them. And now, as you 
^passed the village-street or near by cottage door or win- 
dow, you were not unlikely to hear young voices singing 
at home the hjrmns of praise learned at school, instead of 
the evil sounds that before broke on the ear. 

The Rector of the parish on the eastern hill was at this 
time obliged to live seven miles from hid church, and 
there came a Sunday on which he was imexpectedly too 
ill to go over as usual in the morning, and unable to ob- 
tain other help; so he said to his wife, "I wish you 
would drive there in the pony-chaise, and call on the peo- 
ple ; and then, if possible, I will come over in the after- 
noon in a post-chaise for one service." Little Spedly, the 
tailor, was growing an old man at this time, but having 
heard that this parish church was <' a heavenly place " 
now, he thought on that morning that he would ride over 
on his donkey, and judge for himself. When he reached 
the church he heard that the Rector was ill, and would 
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not come until the afternoon service ; so, not wishing to 
return disappointed, Peter Spedly thought where he could 
bestow himself for the time. The village had long been 
a haunt of wild, ungodly men, who as yet refused to hear 
the voice of the charmer, though he charmed never so 
wisely. One of these men was a gipsy, of great stature 
and strength, and terribly noted for crime ; he had settled 
himself in the parish as convenient for his manner of Hfe ; 
the cottage he occupied stood close to the church, the 
door of which he never entered. He was of the true 
gipsy race, and his children beautiful specimens of their 
tribe, with bronzed complexion, eyes of darkest brilliancy, 
and blackest hair that clustered in thick curls about their 
heads. They soon found their way to the Sunday-school, 
unhindered by their parents ; but nothing could win the 
gipsy within the walls of the church. It was into this 
wild home that Peter Spedly, the farm tailor, Hmped on 
his crutch, to ask rest, it being near to the church. The 
gipsy was hospitable, and Spedly was welcome. "While 
he was seated there resting his lame leg, the wife prepar- 
ing the dinner, and the gipsy, unwashed, unshaven, and 
in terrible week-day undress, sitting smoking by the fire, 
there came a gentle knock at the door. '^ Come in," said 
the gruff voice of the gipsy, and a lady entered, " dressed 
so fair," in a white muslin pelisse, and with a face of such 
sweetness and blessing, that Peter Spedly, who had never 
travelled £a,r, and had always thought his mistress, Mar- 
gery, the picture of all womanly perfection, had a secret 
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rising belief that he now saw an angeL He looked round 
at the gipsy, who did not even take the pipe from his 
mouth, then at the gipsy's wife, who went on cooking the 
dinner, and amazed at seeing no notice taken, he himself 
bowed as low as he could. When he lifted up his head 
the beautiful being was not gone, but seated in a chair 
very near the fierce gipsy. Spedly fixed his eye upon 
her, and wondered what would happen next. Then she 
began to speak ; she never said a word, to Peter Spedly's 
surprise, of the rude imready way in which they had re- 
ceived her, "but she told of heaven, just as if she had 
but then left it," and told of Him who was the Lord of it, 
and of what He had done for sinners, and begged so 
earnestly of the gipsy to turn from his Sabbath-breaking 
and sin, and to make his prayer to Him who died on the 
cross, saying He would certainly receive him, that Peter 
Spedly, who had never heard such words before, was 
quite overcome by them ; his eager attention caught 
them all as they fell ; and his neighbors bore witness that 
he was another man from that hour, living ever after by 
the light that fell on him from the words he then heard. 
But the gipsy still paid no attention, and his wife went 
on cooking the dinner. Then she who sat beside him, 
and must truly have looked a being of light and love, by 
that fierce squalid man, tried hard to persuade him to 
come on that Sunday to church, that he might hear what 
had been done and suffered by Jesu:i Christ, for all who 
come unto God by Him. The gi^sy said, he did not 
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want preaching, and was not coming there ; but Peter 
Spedlj felt glad that he had travelled himself so far, on 
purpose to attend the service at which the gipsy refused 
to be present. When the gipsy refused, she who still 
pleaded with him said earnestly: "I wiU tell you how 
your minister cares for your souls; he is ill to-day, and 
coula not come over early, so he sent me. You know he 
is not a rich man, and he has a family pf children to pro- 
vide for, and yet he thinks so much of your souls that 
sooner than leave you one Sunday without a service, he 
wiU hire a post-chaise, which you know costs much 
money, and come over because of his anxiety for you ! " 
This was a plain fact to the gipsy ; he threw down his 
pipe, said at once, ^^I will go ! " and then stretching out 
his arm, called in a firm voice of command, " Wife, bring 
me my shirt I " and Peter Spedly moved from his chair in 
surprise, and when he looked round she who sat by the 
gipsy was gone. So that afternoon the tall fierce-looking 
gipsy came into the church by the side of the little lame 
tailor, and listened to all that passed there. A few days 
more, and the officers of justice arrested him, and his sen- 
tence was transportation for life. Oh \ who can tell, wlien 
beneath the captive's chain, so galling to the wild, athletic 
gipsy, what echoes from the words of peace heard on that 
Sabbath might awake a new and better life within his 
soul I — ^The words of tender truth and persuasion from 
her who sat beside him that day in his cottage, the ser- 
yice that followed in the thronged village church, the 
8» 
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prajers, tbe liTmiis of praise, and the gospel of glad 
tidings that told of heavenly liberty to the captive, and 
the opening of sin's prison to them whom its chains had 
else bound eternally. Often when the hallowed thoughts 
of her who that day pleaded and prevailed, followed the 
poor outcast gipsy, she trusted that she had been sent, as 
little Spedly first imagined, a messenger to him from his 
God. It was blessed to think that such words of grace 
had been poured on his soul ; it might be that the hand 
of justice was sent then with a final arrest, lest tempta* 
tion and successful sin at liberty at home should blot from 
his soul the remembrance of what he had heard. And 
perhaps when death closed the eye of the gipsy, as it 
must now have done in the land of his banishment, his 
spirit saw again the calm vision of that sweet village 
church, and the love he there heard preached in its free- 
ness might in adversity's discipline have been sought and 
found ; and though possibly another invitation never fell 
on his ear, that one may have proved his eternal salva- 
tion. Well had that injunction been obeyed, ''While 
we have time and opportunity let us do good unto all 
men." 

But while on the east and west of the farm, light was 
kindling ; while on the long dark night of ignorance and 
sin, stars were brightening, which when they set on earth 
would rise eternally in heaven ; one who had long been 
shining on in the gloom, was darkened by an unexpected 
dond. Old ''Faithful," the village harness-maker, the 
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chief favorite of all Margery's children, was in trouble 
and could not be comforted. He had grown old in his 
honest dealing, and though not rich, had enough in old 
age to support him ; he still made and upended harness, 
for his trade to the old man is often like a friend who has 
helped him through life, and whose quiet company would 
be much missed by him, and therefore tradesman and 
trade still lire on together. So it was with old Faithful ; 
and the respect that all felt for him was pleasant to the 
old man. But an acquaintance, it might be a relation, 
asked him to sign a bond of security to the Government, 
to enable him who asked this great favor to take a situa- 
tion, which could not be entered on without a surety. It 
would have been happy for the harness-maker if he had 
then consulted his young friends at the farm ; Stephen, 
who so diligently read the law of his God, would have soon 
settled the question, but he did not do this ; in an un- 
guarded moment he signed, and he who had nothing in 
the world except his small honest earnings, became surety 
to a bond of one thousand pounds. The man for whom 
he had signed soon proved unsound in principle, and the 
Government demanded their bond. A thousand pounds 
from the old harness-maker, a thousand pounds or a 
prison I What a harvest of grief and desperate sorrow 
must sometimes be gathered from a single word, a single 
act, that would never have been uttered or committed if 
Stephen's prayer for a right judgment in all things^ had 
been the prayer of di^ly life ! The poor haxness-maker 
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was oyerwhelmed with distress ; and for a time He sank 
under it, like Peter on the rough waves of Qtililee, when 
he saw the wind boisterous and forgot Who stood by 
him in the storm. A prison, and arrested bj Gh>yem- 
ment ; disgrace I loss of liberty I misery t 

And this to be the close of a life so industrious and re- 
spectable. Dark rolled the wares and the billows oyer 
the heart of the old man. In his temporal despair he 
found that to trust in the Lord, and stay his troubled soul 
upon his God, was beyond the faith he had yet attained ; 
like Job, his feeling was that he chose death rather than 
life. But though for a little moment he lost his own con- 
scious hold of his Sayiour, that Sayiour unloosed not the 
Almighty Hand that held him ; imdemeath him eyen then 
were " the eyerlasting arms," and the tempter could not 
pluck him from their eternal embrace. The Holy Spirit, 
the Comforter, for whose diyine presence he had often 
prayed in better days, forgot not his supplications, but 
calmed his soul in this extremity of trouble, and by His 
unseen influence sustained his failing heart. ' The poor 
old man sat within his home, silent in misery. He had 
none to whom he could look for counsel or comfort ; many 
were distressed for the old man, but no one could say to 
him, " Weep not ; " his burden, brought on him by his 
own error in pledging wealth he did not possess, seemed 
heayier than he could bear. There were many to censure 
others ; those who were bound to see that no one signed 
a bond beyond their possessions liad not done their duty ; 
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the old man blamed Himself; but it was plain to all that 
the open door of the prison stood before him. Then a 
gentleman passed the window, and stood at the door of 
the harness-shop, lifbed the latch and came in. 

" Well, how are you? I am come because I heard of 
your trouble." It was the Rector of the church on the 
eastern hill ; it could not be guessed how he heard of this 
distant grie^ but sorrow often borrowed wings in its haste 
to reach his listening ear. The iron bands of that heavy 
woe loosened their grasp round the soul of the old man 
at such tones of sympathy ; he poured out his complaint, 
and the clergyman sat by him listening. Then, when 
all had been Heard, He said tenderly, "Have faith in 
God ; you have fallen by an error, but God is still able 
to make a way of escape for you ; put your trust in Hia 
mercy. I will do all I can." 

The clergyman returned home and wrote to the Gov- 
ernment. Day after day he watched for a reply ; a week 
passed, but no answer came. Then, fearing for that 
trembling old man in this terrible suspense, He took the 
same coach that had carried Stephen to London, and 
went up himself to plead for the poor man. He went to 
an eminent clergyman, whom he knew to be acquainted 
with the First Lord of the Treasury, obtained a letter of 
introduction from him, and waited on Mr. Vansittart the 
next morning early. The Lord of the Treasury was at 
breakfast, but he admitted the village Hector to an au- 
dience, and rising as He entered, asked with the courtesy 



182 EKGLAKD'S TEOICEK: VB OH LIFE. 

of the great man, ''What is it that has brought me the 
honor of a letter from Dr. Dealtry ? " Then briefly but 
eloquently the cause of the old harness-maker was pleaded 
before him. 

But the countenance of the Treisury Lord was de- 
cided as he replied, '' It is no mercy to reprieye in these 
cases ; they so frequently occur, that the true mercy is to 
enforce the penalty as a warning to others." 

One strong word in answer ; it must be the last that 
the intercessor for the poor harness-maker may venture. 
'' If the penalty be enforced, it will kill the old man, and 
I am sure you would not wish that ! " 

There was no doubting the truth of the declaration, 
made by a voice that well knew how to stamp reality on 
the facts that it uttered. The Lord of the Treasury rang 
for his secretary, sent him with the poor man's intercessor, 
and desired fuU particulars to be entered in the Treasury 
against the harness-maker's name, that full consideration 
might be given to the case by those who had power to 
remit the penalty. The secretary's heart was touched 
with compassion ; he took the greatest interest and care 
in the entry, expressed more freely than his master could 
his hope for the result, though none could question Lord 
Bexley's pity for the poor. So by the next coach the 
village Rector returned, and hastened to the old man as 
the bearer of Hope. What is Hope to the spirit almost 
sinking in despair? they know "who have seen such 
gloom lightened by its beams ; and they who have not 
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cannot be told by words wbat it is. So the old man 
bore on in bope. And soon the Grovemment mandate 
came down; the thousand pounds was exchanged for 
twenty, and by that payment as much safety to be se* 
cured as if he had neyer signed the bond. The twenty 
pounds was the seal of his freedom, made him realize the 
&ct, and swept away all misgiving, leaving the old man 
nnshadowed by a fear ; while his deeply disciplined spirit 
rose brighter from the furnace of trial, like gold purified 
seven timed in the fire. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

TEnSRE was great joj over the old hamess-xnaker's 
escape from a prison ; the sympathy felt for him had 
been great, but no one had known how to help him, 
until the God whom he served sent His servant, and 
delivered him from the fate to which his own unwary 
deed had so nearly consigned him. The old man had 
been the light of his darkened parish, and during his 
long consistent life had taught the holy religion he pro- 
fessed, no less by example than by precept. He had 
been betrayed into an error, but all could see how surely 
God had delivered His servant's soul from death, his eyes 
from tears, and his feet from falling, still to walk before 
Him in the land of the living. The welcome tidings 
reached the farm, and every face there brightened in 
thankfulness and joy. 

But tribulation is God*s servantj sent by Him to dwell 
upon the earth while sin abides here. And, therefore, 
when its work is done in one home, it turns to another, 
and often goes where those who see it enter think it least 

needed, and oflen when least expected by those to whom 

aS4) 
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it comes ; they are Happiest who bid it welcome for its 
Master*s sake. Tribulation, having worked patience, 
experience, and hope, in the heart of the old harness- 
maker, now turned again to the widowed Margery's home. 
A year had not passed since young Edward's death ; and 
all well remembered that, on the day when they gathered 
round to take their last fond look of his sweet face as it 
slept the sleep of death, Daniel alone shed no tear, but 
stood with folded arms, looking down long and earnestly 
upon that young silent face, as if he could not cease to 
gaze upon it. Margery was seated near, calm in her sor* 
row; she had mourned a husband, and all other grief 
passed over her only as the returning shadow of that woe. 
The brothers and sisters stood around the sleeping form, 
weeping their farewell, only Daniel wept not; and at 
length, looking up, he calmly said, " In a year I shall be 
where Edward is I " It was a sudden shock that stayed 
the tears of all, and sent a chill to Margery's heart, but 
no one spoke ; and he who had uttered the words turned 
calmly away. The months passed on, no one forgot, no 
one spoke of it, all thought it could not be ; but when 
nine months were gone it was said that Daniel had taken 
cold, it did not leave him, and he was not well ; he soon 
returned to the farm, not with his buoyant step and 
mirthful tone, but calm and grave, and when he entered, 
he looked at Margery and said, ^^ Mother, I am come- 
home to die 1 " And so he came again back to the love 
that had never ceased to feel his absent presence ; the 
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eyes that, as Margery said, had lost too many looks each 
day, to see if business or opportunity might drop a chance 
for him to make for home ; he came, whose step, as Elsie 
said, had always turned work to play, and made him in 
his busiest ways seem keeping holiday ; he came back, 
with the cold of only a few weeks upon him, but how 
changed — ^gravely calm, as one who knew that for him 
the end of aU things earthly was at hand, and wished that 
all who lored him should know it too ; yet not as one 
alarmed at the sudden call to die, but warned himself 
and able to warn others of death's near approach. There 
was grief in the home, on the farm, at the mill, in 
the village ; the driest eye could drop a tear for him, for 
all around him, perhaps, there could be hardly found the 
living thing he had not smiled upon. He only did not 
seem to know how all were mourning at fear of losing 
him ; he looked as one who had other thoughts to think, 
and work to do. Truly God had been good to him, in 
sending him to dwell with Nathaniel. Elsie, and Philip, 
and Matthew, who had said they could never be happy 
again if Daniel were sent from the home, could see it 
now, for Nathaniel best understood and could best speak 
of the things that make peace between the soul and its 
God. And more than this, God had given that warning 
to Daniel, while he was yet strong and fuU of activity, 
impressing on his mind the fact that his death was near ; 
as if taking tender notice of his joyous guileless spirits, 
and the charm that earthly life had for him, God had, by 
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a voice within, warned Him, as few are warned, to pre- 
pare to meet his God. 

He soon felt too weak for an arm-chair in the farm- 
kitchen, and they laid him in the large crimson bed in 
the favorite guest-chamber, to die. "I should like to see 
him, brother, if he would take the trouble to come once 
before I die I " , 

All knew who alone that '' him " could be ; and Ste- 
phen hastened on Starlight to the distant home of the 
clergyman. He came, the messenger of peace and as- 
surance. " If with the heart thou believest unto right- 
eousness, and with the mouth makest confession unto sal- 
vation, thou shalt be saved." 

It was not many days before the clergyman came 
again, for never were the dying forgotten by him. " I 
was sick and ye visited Me," will be echoed at the last 
great day by numbers, who, left as sheep without a shep- 
herd, would but for him have had no earthly comforter I 
When he came again, he brought one of his youngest 
children with him, a child of four years old, little Mabel, 
and Elsie stayed down in the farm-kitchen with her, and 
gave her gingerbreads out of the deep closet by the great 
open chimney ; and she heard her father's voice praying 
in the chamber above. When prayer had been offered, 
ho sent for little Mabel ; Elsie took her up stairs, and she 
saw the dying man, and her father sitting beside him ; 
her father called her and put her hand in Daniel's, and 
she asked, "Are you better toHhy?" and Daniel smiledi 
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pleased to see the child of the friend he most loved. 
The dying youth soon departed from earth, to go, as he 
said he should, where young Edward was ; where ^' they 
who have waited on the Lord shall renew their strength, 
and mount up with wings as eagles, and walk and not 
fidnt, and run and not be weary." 

The little home at the mill sadly missed the lost broth- 
er. But another home, not far distant, was waiting £>r 
Mary ; she was affianced to one whose industry, and in- 
tegrity, and kindness of heart, won for him the respect 
of all who knew him ; so Mary was married, and her 
bright face made sunshine in the house of her husband. 
Then Nathaniel chose a wife from a farm not far distant, 

• 

one who had a heart to pity the poor, and brought her 
home to the mill. The eldest of Margery's seven (Sons 
had married some tune before, and made his home on a 
larger farm at a distance from his native village. He 
was the only one of all Margery's children who ever 
settled beyond reach of their mother ; and he in old age, 
as a widower, returned to be nourished from the home of 
his birth. 

Time had brought changes at both Benjamin's and 
Margery's paternal homes. Margery's parents died in 
old age, and their &rm was occupied by a stranger. Old 
Benezer too was gone from the wolds, his venerable 
head laid at rest in its quiet grave ; for the record of 
earthly life must still be the record of death ; though 
could we see the other side of death's shadow we should 
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read the reverse, and see how, in heaven, the record of \ 
earthly death becomes there the bright register of im- 
mortal life. Benjamin Northwood, Margery's father-in* 
law, also was dead, and his sons could not long cany on 
the farm by themselves. A short time brought farming 
with them to an end, and now a sale was to be held at 
the paternal home. The great-grandmother's blessing 
had passed on to another generation ; it was an ornament 
of grace to Stephen's head, as he stood the stay and the 
staff of the widowhood of his mother. Stephen had no 
thought of attending the sale ; it would have cost him 
much feeling to see the farm that had been his great- 
grandmother's home, yield up all that it had to the high- 
est bidder of money. But he said to his mother, 
" Though we don't go to the sale, there's one treasure 
left there that we ought to speak for and buy in 1 " 

" What is that ? " asked his mother. 

"Poor old Sam Grist," repUed Stephen; "ho has spent 
all his strength on that farm, trusted his masters with his 
earnings-— of which now, I suppose, he will never see a 
penny — and I would not for the world have him left to 
strangers.'' 

" What would you do for him ? " asked Margery. 

" Bring him home," answered Stephen, " and feed him 
on clover I " 

" That's a wish to which I shall never put No," an- 
swered Margery. 

So the question was settled, and Stephen drove Star- 
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light — the good horse being now in his old age — to bring 
back poor Sam Grist He reached the desolate farm ; no 
sound of busy husbandry was there, no stirring life around 
it or within. But he drove to the house, expecting to 
find some one left there in charge. As he drew up, he 
saw poor old Sam Grist seated on the stable-step, with his 
head bowed down low. He looked up at the sound of 
Stephen's voice, rose, and came slowly to meet him. It 
was the day after the sale, and not a creature was left on 
the farm for the kind heart of the old man to cling to. 
The pens were empty, the stables deserted, the poultry 
all gone, even the dog-kennel forsaken, the faithful watch* 
er of years led away by another, and his chain lay for- 
saken on the ground. The last '* lot " had been sent for, 
and Sam Grist— -who had never worked on other land 
than that farm, and who had tended by turns every crea* 
ture reared on it — ^had sat down, alone and desolate, 
amidst the wreck of all his interests, his honest earnings, 
and the only home of a lifetime. He thought on his 
first mistress, Esther Northwood, and the blessing that 
sprang where she trod, and grew up under her hand. He 
thought on his second mistress — ^her daughter-in-law, and 
how her quiet spirit had been troubled, until at last it 
found comfort that was not of this world, and then was 
taken firom the evil to come. He thought of Christiana 
in her pleasant little farm, and the kind message she had 
sent to have him come and bide a time wiith her and her 
husband, until he could look round and see what might 
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still offer for him. But He shook his head at that thought, 
and said, " I cannot make a being theje ; old and poor, 
all my wages spent by them that helped break their poor 
mother*s heart, none paid me for long, and scarce decent 
clothes to my back ; no, I cannot turn in there I " Then 
Sam Grist thought of the churchyard where those ho 
most honored lay sleeping, untroubled by all the desola* 
tion around him ; and that seemed to him then the only 
rest for his old head, he wished it were laid sleeping 
there. Who could wonder that the faithful old man, 
himself the yictim of wrong, felt like Solomon when he 
said, *' I considered the oppressions that are done under 
the sun, and beheld the tears of such as were oppressed, 
and they had no comforter ; wherefore I praised the dead 
which are already dead, more than the living which are 
yet aUye." But it was a greater than Solomon who 
could say to the desolate, " "Weep not," and He was wait- 
ing now to speak peace to the troubled spirit of the old 
man. 

Starlight's step on the road in better days would have 
wakened attention, but what the good horse could not do, 
its master's voice did. Stephen's call aroused the faithful 
Sam Grist from the cold stupor of desolation, and he came 
to meet him and Starlight. Sam Grist took hold of the 
reins, but he did not pat and welcome the good horse as 
usual, and it was touching to see the poor animal rub his 
lips on Sam's arm, and take his coat-sleeve between them, 
as if to say, " WhaJ, have you no welcome for me ? ' 
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Stephen was affected at the sight of the place and the old 
man left there alone; the memories of the past, in con* 
trast to the facts of the present, overcame him unawares. 

" What, all gone but you, Sam ? not a feed for old 
StarHght ? " 

'' Ah, master, the cheer is clean dead ; there's nought 
left to be had." 

" Step up then with me, Sam ; we*ll driye to the inn 
and stable him there, and you shall dine there with me, 
for IVe business with you." 

It was cheering to see the old man's lightened aspect^ 
at this something to do for and with one of the family he 
had served from his birth ; he stepped in beside Stephen, 
saying he was little fit for it, the three days' sale had 
done badly for the best clothes that he had ; and then he 
added, '^ I can rub down the old horse while he's taking 
his feed, he won't fancy another now his eye has once 
turned upon me ! " Stephen left Starlight with Sam in 
the inn-yard, ordered dinner for two, and then walked off 
to the churchyard to look again on his great-grandmother's 
grave; its grassy knoU lay verdant, beside it the peaceful 
grandmother slept, and not far off lay the faithful Benezer* 
He dropped a tear on the grassy sod that covered the 
saintly relative who had taught him in childhood to love 
the law of the Lord, and to pity the poor ; and returned 
to the inn by way of Christiana's little farm. 

" Now, Master Stephen, how glad I be to see you in 
here ! If you could but have done us the favor to stable 
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joar horse in our yard, and take up with the plain fare at 
our table, Tm sure 'twould have given us the greatest 
pleasure." 

'< Thank you all the same ; but I had business to-day : 
but if you can step up to the inn an hour from this time, 
I shall be happy to see you there before starting, which I 
must do pretty near by that time.'' 

On Stephen's return, he sat down with Sam Grist to 
dinner. Sam thought that an inn dinner must be a fes- 
tival he could not look fit for, and begged to '* take a bait 
to the stable with Starlight," but Stephen said, "I am 
master to-day, and Til have you sit down with me." He 
had been unable to tell the old man on first arriving the 
object of his coming ; he felt unnerved himself and could 
not venture on more ; he knew that Sam Grist had yet 
made no lodging elsewhere, his worldly goods were all 
- wasted by others^ and the him being em^ty his farewells 
could not be many. But now, after their short dinner, he 
told him his errand. " Well, Sam, what should you think 
brought me here to-day ? I am come from my mother 
to take you back to her I " 

'' Ah, Master Stephen, I would go with greatest of 
pleasure, and let myself to serve you in the least place on 
your ferm, but there's no work now left in me. Tm 
strengthless and penniless, and scarce clothes fit to wear." 

"I don't want workmen," replied Stephen; "I have 
plenty of them, and too many sometimes of such as some 
are I You may walk about all day and see what each 
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one is after, and if anj be not the better for jour eye 
upon them, whj that's no fault of jours, so you come home 
with me." 

"Ah, Master Stephen, such goodness can't be ; 'tis too 
much for me I " 

" You look, now," replied Stephen, and he untied an 
old shawl, out of which he lifted a great coat. " This was 
my poor father's own coat ; it has lain by ever since he 
was taken from us, and my mother sends it for you ; she 
says, had my poor father been living he would have cared 
well for you, and she will see the thing done all the same 
by you herself; so come, put on the coat, and then we 
can be starting." 

When Sam Grist saw the coat, it was like Joseph's 
wagons to old Jacob, his spirit revived, and with the 
tears and sobs of a child he let Stephen put it on ; in those 
warm tears he wept out the cold world from his heart ; 
and so, warm within and without, could now think of 
nothing but the starting with Stephen and Starlight. 
Christiana came up, and her kind heart rejoiced in strong 
congratulations on Sam Grist's happy fortune. The old 
man sent a few kindly messages to one and another, 
helped to harness Starlight himself, stepped into the high 
gig after Stephen, who, making him comfortable beside 
him, drove the old man away from the scenes of a life* 
time, now embittered and desolate, to a home where care 
and kindness awaited him. 

*'He treads so nimble," said Sam Grist, ' as if he'd 
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make me beliere I had rubbed his old limbs jomig again! 
and how handsome he looks when he's groomed as he 
should be I** 

It was plain, bj degrees, that a sense of some energy 
and power was stealing over the warmed heart of the 
faithful old man. None knew better than Margerj how 
to make a faithful servant welcome— without saying too 
much or too little ; she made her high estimate felt, and 
Sam Grist found his place in her household as naturally 
as if he had always had a home there. He thought the 
farm all perfection, said that wherever he trod it seemed 
to him the footprints of his dear old mistress had been ;•— * 
the true dealings of the farm, its evening prayers, and the 
poor who came to it, as they did to his old mistress in 
days that were gone. And when the evening music was 
sounding, he sat in the back kitchen with eyes shut and 
hands resting on his stafi^ for then he said it seemed to 
him as if he were come pretty near upon heaven, and 
heard the sounds of them praises that his old mistress did 
go to join in up above. He was willing to live now, he 
said, as long as it pleased God that he should, for, as his 
old mistress of);en said, '* My cup runneth over." And 
when the call came, he should like to go up on them 
praises to heaven ! And when at last his strength flailed 
him, he said that '' to see such a heap of kind creatures 
come waiting upon him made sickness wholly a pastime !** 
And so at length, full of days and of thankfulness to God 
and to man, the faithful old servant, who had been long 
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tangbt bj the nine renerable woman wlio blessod tha 
ohOdhood of Stephen, deputed in peace, and was laid in 
the Tillage chnrchTaxd amidst the grares of the hooso- 
hoU. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

ON a moniing wben tiie hxm was rejoicing in the snn- 
jsliiney and the promise of the £eldsthat the sunahine 
was ripenings a atranger was seen entering the gate that 
opened upon its farm and the yallej. He was a man of 
fine height, as Elsie said, and could be seen from that dis* 
tance to be all over a gentleman. The farm lay so apart 
from all casual guests, that anj arrival was always watched 
with curiosity and interest. The visitor was on foot, 
which also excited surprise ; but one of the laborers, com- 
ing in by the field, explained that fact by saying that he 
had been seen to arrive in a post-chaise that morning at 
the Eectory, and it was supposed he had been breakfast- 
ing there. This information was no happy herald of his 
errand. Stephen received him at the garden-gate, Elsie 
at the door, Margery in her farm-kitchen. He bowed 
slightly in return to the widow's curtsey, but his manners 
were cold and severe. He declined the seat offered him 
by Elsie, and turning to Stephen inquired, "Are you the 
manager of this farm for your mother ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

" Then I must request you to conduct me entirely over it. 

(W) 
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Mj authoritj for desiring this is an order from tlie managers 
of the estate, the Commissioners of Woods and Forests/' 

Margery saw that the austere stranger was come with 
no good- will to her and her home. He left the house with 
Stephen, and Margery sat anxious within. 

Oh! widowed mother, whose trust is in God, He shall 
deliver thee in six trouhles, yea, in seven there shall no 
evil touch thee ; thou shalt be hid from the scourge of the 
tongue, neither shalt thou be afraid of destruction when it 
Cometh. Are not thy children in league with the stones 
of the field, and the cattle of the field at peace with them ? 
Surely then thou shalt know that thy tabernacle shalt be 
in peace ! Yet it was a long painful morning to Margery; 
no dinner-table was set as usual at half-past twelve on 
that day, for all waited in anxiety and suspense. At last, 
Elsie saw the stranger and Stephen coming home by the 
pasture called Flowering. He stood a moment and looked 
on the house, and as he entered all were struck by the 
paleness of his countenance. It might be the heat of the 
sun on the fields he had crossed. '' Would you please to 
take anything, sir ? " asked Margery, in a tone expressive 
only of solicitude for the stranger. He made no answer, 
but seated himself on the table in the southern window, 
struggled a moment with emotion that would not be re- 
strained, then burst into tears. All stood around in sym- 
pathizing surprise at the grief they understood not. Mar- 
gery never wept without knowing why, but the eyes of 
her children filled to overflowing at the sight of the teara 



England's yeohbn: fboh life. 199 

of a man and a gentleman. In a few moments he re- 
covered composure, and turning to Margery he said, 
" You have a bitter enemy indeed I " Then drawing a 
paper from his pocket, he added, " His statements as fel- 
low of his college had weight, and I came down here to- 
day to serve a notice upon you to quit^ and only went 
round the farms first as a matter of justice. But, indeed, 
all is far from what I expected to find it. Be assured 
now that my coming can only prove for good ; I shall 
take back such a statement as can only establish you here. 
But the thought of what I had come to do, as T returned 
to the house and saw you again, for the moment overcame 
me." Margery could give no answer but tears ; and her 
children wept with her. The stranger waited a little, and 
then said, " Let me cheer you ; the threatened evil had 
passed before you knew it was come I I will sit down to 
table with you if you have a meal ready." The stem're- 
serve, in which he had armed himself for his expected 
painful task, was gone, and he was, as Elsie said, " one 
of the pleasantest of men." He was himself a landed 
proprietor, and had been requested to visit the farm, from 
his accurate knowledge of the cultivation of land. On 
returning to the trustees, and being asked what he had 
done, he replied, "Assured the widow that nothing is less 
likely than that she should ever be turned out of the es- 
tate, or her children after her I " The trustees were not 
a little surprised. But he gave in full particulars, and 
undertook to visit the hxm yearly. So no weapon formed 
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agamst the trustmg hearts of the widow and her chndren 
could prosper, but everj tongue that rose against them was 
condemned. From that day neither Margery nor her sons 
had a moment's anxiety as to their standing on the estate. 
The God whom Stephen had believed and honored when 
the danger was seen, spread His shield over the home 
when no effort of his own could avaiL And he who 
wept for the widow, from that hour became a friend, and 
had reason in long afler years to bless God for such Mend- 
ship as he found at the farm. 

' ^ Alms all around, and hjinna within, 
What evil eye can entrance win, 

Where guards like these abound ? 
The prayers of hungry souls and poor, 
Like arm^d angels at the door, 
Our unseen foes confound." 

*/ Happy are the people that are in such a case ; yea, 
blessed are the people whose God is the Lord." 

The children of the Rector on the eastern hill, all held 
their own place in the warm regard of Margery and her 
femily, and little Mabel was allowed the joy of many a 
visit at the farm. To her it seemed a paradise, each 
wood a garden, each bank a planted border, each stream- 
let her young delight ; and the creatures looked as nu- 
merous as in her picture-book had come to Adam to be 
named in Eden. One great charm of the farm to little 
Mabel was, that the dulness of night was not there. 
Elsie often set the first breakfast the last thing in the 
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eyening, telling Habd Hot to n^onder if shp heard noises 
below, becauae the horseoiett would be upby^ twelve 
o'clock in th^mght^ipr^paring their horsed to c^ry out 
the com, aUd ill ^t breajk&st by two o'dpck in the morn- 
ing. Then the: fir^t cQcjb: crowed at one, and crowed 
twice at two o'clock— ron through the dawn keeping the 
honrsL ISsie rose at fire p'qIoc^ and then came the farm 
boj with the .cows, shouting l^s call as he brought them 
all in, amidst aH the voices of waking creatures— geese, 
ducks^ and hens, steppii^ out in the morning air; even 
the satisfied grunt of the &rm pigs was not discordant 
t^ere;, heard with the bleat of the lambff turned out on 
Uieir fresh dewy pasture, and the song of the birds from 
Ijbe orchard and garden below. All this Mabel knew 
was going on, however unbroken her slumbers might be, 
and t^ her it seemed a most pleasant way of lengthening 
the enjoyment of that happy thing called life. The 
fiskvorite guest-chamber was made little Mabel's own room. 
The large bed with crimson hangings had been moved to 
another chamber, and a new tent bed was there, with 
unlined chintz of a white ground, strewn with green 
leaves. Bed was piled upon bed, aU made of softest 
down feathers from the fowls of the farm, and when l^o 
laid Mabel to sleep in the centre of this circumference of 
down, and drew the green leaves all around her, Mabel 
thought nothing could be more like a bird's nest in the 
wood. The crystal waters of the &rm, than which none 
could be clearer and colder, were poured out by Ekde^ 
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when sHe called Mabel in her little milking-bonnet at five 
o'clock in the morning, and Mabel's small wardrobe laid 
readj, up to her white frock and blue sash, which could 
be tied in front and then slipped round behind, as Mabel 
at the farm did all things for herself. Her white tippet 
and hat had their place in the parlor, and her little pat- 
tens just inside the door. On the lowest shelf of the 
parlor cupboard stood the little antique tumbler, that 
Mabel had her new milk in each morning in the cow* 
house. The cupboard was full of glass and china; manj 
a curious goblet was there, and tumblers of old quaint 
devices, some long and small that baffled the thirstj, 
others twisted and spiral, and others adorned with ground 
figures. In their father's time, when the haryest-honie 
was kept bj the family, as well as by the laborers, he 
had the strong old ale of the farm drunk from these 
quaint spiral glasses — quite excluding the possibility of 
excess. But Mabel's was simple and pretty, a little glass 
goblet for Blossom's new milk. Beaching it down, she 
went next to the back kitchen, where Margery was al« 
ways busy in her large-ringed pattens, scalding milk-pans 
in readiness for the new milk coming in. Margery al- 
ways stooped to kiss Mabel and bless her, and Mabel put 
her arm around Margery's neck to return the morning 
kiss that she gave her, and thought Margery beautiful 
with her firm and grave face, and tall figure — ^her necker- 
chief of whitest muslin, and a red handkerchief pinned 
over the shoulders of her always black gown. 
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Then Mabel stepped out from the back-kitchen door 
into the sweet breathing air of the morning, all fragrant 
with the breath of the cows waiting about on the straw 
of the farmyard, and the scent of clover, or hay, or what- 
ever pleasant fodder might be filling the mangers and 
cribs, for the cattle. The cow-house would not hold all 
the cows at one time, half waited outside for their turn, 
but Mabel was glad if Silvertongue, Thistledown, and 
Skippet were within, because they were apt to crowd 
round the door, too intent on their favorite Elsie, to at- 
tend to civility and move out of the way, especially Skip- 
pet, who had a very earnest stare that Mabel never quite 
understood, but Elsie always heard the click of her little 
sharp pattens on the stones of the near stable-door, and 
looked out, and told Skippet to mind what she was afler 
and stand out of the way, at which Mabel walked man- 
fully in. Each cow had a history and disposition of its 
own, a-nd Cloe, the farm-maid, and Peggy Berry the farm- 
helper, had many a tale to tell Mabel, as she sat on the 
clean straw on her little three-legged stool, behind the 
animal she thought it safest to trust, though no cow 
showed ill-humor when Elsie was near. Mabel listened 
to the tales that chronicled the love of the creatures for 
Elsie — ^who smiled and said nothing, but leaned her fore- 
head against the animaPs sofl side, and milked her brim- 
ming pailfuls. Mabel drank the warm frothing beverage, 
and in spring watched the calves at their play, in the 
pen that opened into the cowhouse ; and then went in 
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ftt six o'clock, with Ekie to breakfast Breakfast at the 
fiirxn was a substantial repast — ^it was the principal meal of 
the day, and proportionablj plentiful. The clear home- 
brewed ale filled the tumblers more than once before 
Elsie poured out her fragrant tea ; meat and cheese were 
succeeded by the pile of hot buttered toast, and the slicesi 
of bread-and-butter, with all the accompaniments of an 
hospitable table. But Mabel had her own little glass jug 
of Blossom's new milk, her thin slice of ham, or a new- 
laid egg — ^which Matthew boiled for her while breakfast 
went on, and her chair was set between Margery and 
Stephen. 

All the winter long it was still a six o'clock breakfast, 
and then, of course, it was breakfast by candle-light ; but 
this was delightful, for no one at the farm was afraid of 
the cold. Margery said, "It was one of the good gifts 
of Grod to a healthy body and sotil ; " and the great logs 
of wood crackled and blazed, and glowed up the huge 
chimney ; and the house dogs lay in firont of the fire, 
just lifting up an eye to catch the first notion pf any one 
moving, out ; the shutters still shut, and the white-fringed 
window-blinds down. But Margery said, she "thought 
it no merit ever wholly to block out the heaven," so no 
shutter went higher than the third window-pane, and the 
first rays of simrise laid their sofl light on the window- 
blind, and little Mabel at her own discretion blew out the 
candles, and the daylight came in. 

Breakfast for the farm fo^ls came next, and Mabel 
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took them under her care. She ran down the stone steps 
to where the heap of refuse barley lay safe hid in the 
nearest cellar below, and filled her can, with a wish that 
each fowl should be satisfied. It was a pleasant sight to 
her to see them running and flying from every side at the 
sound of her call, especially in spring-time, when all the 
.young broods were there ; the golden goshngs, soft wad* 
dling ducks, and prettiest of chickens, all following her as 
their best friend. But one unfortunate morning she did 
not latch the little wicket-gate, and a mother duck pushed 
it open to follow her, and one duckling, making haste 
after its mother, was caught in the gate as it closed again, 
and lay writhing Tnth a broken head on the ground, 
Mabel Hfled it up^ and hastened in with the little duck in 
her bosonij to tell Elsie it must die: but Elsie said, ''No, 
there's no occasion for that, ducks Hve through stranger 
misfortunes than a crack through the head, it only wants 
nursing, and will thrive well enough yet." Elsie made it 
a flannel bed in a round basket by the fire, for she said 
" warmth was healing," and she fed the duck with such 
food as would best help recovery. " Do you really think 
it will live ? " Mabel asked, as she watched by the duck. 
"Yes; live, and very likely to be the best duck in the 
brood I it will lose its right eye, and be sidus-headed, but 
that will not trouble it when it once gets about I " The duck 
lived, as Elsie said, and was a very handsome duck, but 
it lost its right eye, and held its head awry ; it retained a 
great attachment to Mabel, always turning its one black 
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eye to look after her, and waddling to her whenever she 
appeared in sight. And as Mabel had lately learned, 
with much trouble, the names of the constellations, she 
called the little duck " Gkorgium Sidus," because Elsie 
had said that to be " sidus-headed " must be always its 
fate. And one of England's pastoral poets, being a kind 
friend of Mabel's, and listening to her tales of the farm, 
introduced the sidus-headed duck into one of his lays, and 
so memorialized it above all its fellows. 

When the farm-fowls were satisfied, little Mabel came 
to the dairy, where Elsie was sure to be busy with either 
butter or cheese. Elsie's cold rosy hand made butter in 
perfection, and Mabel always found her part to do also ; 
with Elsie's help she fashioned the fresh butter into 
swans, with a double-sided mould, swans with long arch- 
ing necks, and great wings to float in the crystal waters, 
with a sprig of parsley here and there on the surface, in 
a large circular glass on the table at tea^ on every festal 
occasion. To break up with her fingers all the soft curd 
for the cheese, was not less pleasant to Mabel; and 
Philip cut large initials of her name, to be laid on the 
soft curd of every cheese that she made, before the heavy 
press was lowered upon it, that the expected excellence 
of her cheeses might not pass unnoticed, when sold or 
cut for home use. 

On three days in the week the work of the dairy was 
followed by the occupation of baking. The household 
was large, and sometimes the different people who came 
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in the course of the day would be from twelve to twenty, 
and not one be sent empty away. Stephen would look 
at Elsie's hands laden with food, and say, '' I never can 
think wherever it all comes from I" and Elsie would 
answer, ""Well, but it do come I " and Stephen's satisfied 
gmile proclaimed Elsie's logic unanswerable. So baking 
was a busy, cheerful business at the hospitable farm; 
there were Margery, and Elsie, and Cloe, and Peggy 
Berry, and Mabel with her part to perform, in making 
loaves of all sizes, cakes of various description, tarts, and 
tartlets, of orchard fruits and home-made preserves. The 
huge brick oven arched the flames back again, until 
heated above and below. Peggy Berry and Cloe fed the 
oven, and Mabel stood between Margery and Elsie, on a 
stool to reach the broad sideboard of whitest deal, where 
the hospitable baking went on. Mabel's choice was, in 
siunmer, to make the harvest cakes ; these were Httle 
loaves of bread filled with plums, made in harvest as an 
added meal for a man in the fields ; and Matthew always 
said he knew when Mabel had made them, because no 
pony was wanted to ride from one plum to another ; for 
Margery let Mabel take her handfuls without count and 
at will, therefore there were no such harvest-cakes at the 
farm as those made by Mabel. In winter Mabel exer- 
cised her skill in apple turnovers, a large species of apple 
pufi&. As all waited on themselves at the farm, Mabel 
carried her own productions to the mouth of the oven, 
for Peggy Berry to put within ; and on one occasion, 
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holding her dish tightlj with both hands, as not being 
aware that a dish required no tighter hold than a bpok^ 
an unknown crack yielded to pressure, and leaving half 
the dish in each hand, the turnovers fell on the sande4 
stone floor. The little baker looked round in.dismaj, but 
Elsie answered to her look, '^ Why, jou have onlj made 
wholly a turnover I" and gathered up the contents of 
MabeVs dish, saying, "What was the harm of > }i%^^ 
clean sand I " and turnovers and sand went into, the oven 
together. Every one wished for turnovers whw they, 
appeared at table, and on Mabel saying it wa^ a.gop4 
thing they could be eaten after such a ini£fortune,jp!hili{( 
answered with a merry smile, that "He did not seehon^ 
it was possible for a tubnoveb to have been :mani^ed 
better I " So work went smoothly on in a hon^e wherfi 
each one knew how to turn into play any household mis? 
fortune. 

When this cheerful business was concluded, the day! 
wad stiU early for those who had six o'clock for their 
breakfast hour. , Philip and Matthew were generally back 
by ten o'clock from their first rounds on the £uid, for now 
that they only were left with Stephen they assisted him 
in the oversight of all, only turning to the plough when 
occasional necessity required. Philip and Matthew had 
grown up side by side in their home, and their love for 
each other was like David and Jonathan's. Matthew had 
Stephen's quickness and naturally hasty spirit, but always 
followed by a gush of forgiveness that never bore an ill* 
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wilL Philip was full of humor and thoughtful observa- 
tion, and the yerj soul of gentleness and good-will to all. 
The Bector of the eastern hill called them "the Gemini/' 
so rarelj were thej to be seen apart, and seeming to have 
but one will to guide them in every thing. While Elsie's 
heart leaned on Stephen, who turned to her also in all 
things; and so, while household love reigned over all, 
each heart had its stay, and that fellowship with another ' 
that every human spirit needs for its full exercise here. 

As the early &rm morning wore on, Philip would take 
Mabel for a walk, or Matthew arrange for a ride : either 
walk or ride had its charms delightful to the child. In 
the walk, Philip guided through the wild paths of the 
woods where the sweetest flowers grew, and the bird's 
nests might be seen above them, and each little songster 
be recognized by its note. Or the hazel-nuts hung in 
rosy clusters, and the hare was discovered peering above 
the brown furrow. Nor was the winter walk less delight- 
ful, along the field paths above the ditches, where the 
primson fimgi.grew, that Mabel, in botanical ignorance, 
called cup moss, on the dead and damp twigs ; or, when 
the. dd year was gone, and the cheerful new year in, 
the eager search in the wood banks for the first primrose 
: — sweet herald of the spring. One day in the wood 
Philip, found a young ringdove, which had strayed from 
its nest. He brought it home to Mabel, and the bird took 
kindly to its young mistress ; it sat on the back of her 
chaii in the day, and when she walked out it went con* 
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tentedly on her finger ; it seemed to find life as pleasant 
as did Mabel at the farm, and showed no disposition to 
forsake its new home. Another thing that made the 
walk with Philip most pleasant, was the fiiendship of the 
village children with him ; many a kind look and word 
was given or asked as, they passed, nor could any wonder 
that he gathered around him the love of the village. 

One spring morning Philip said at the breakfast table, 
that a forest tree would be felled before eight o'clock, 
and asked if Mabel would like to be there. It was a 
woodland sight she had never seen, and she was delighted 
to go with her yeoman protectors to the wood. It was 
an exquisite morning in May; the flowers were all droop- 
ing with dew, to the spangles of which the early sun 
gave the splendor of gems. As they went on in the 
wood the chorus of song gew more thrilling ; that joyous 
song of the morning, which, perhaps, no one can imagine 
who has not stood early in the depth of wild wood in 
spring. Philip and Matthew trod down a pathway for 
Mabel, and held back the hazel and eglantine ; and so all 
made their way, until they reached an open spot where 
moss and flowers alone formed a carpet. The forest tree 
stood there in its grandeur, the woodmen had already 
laid the axe to its root, but they were not near then, and 
the noble :ree looked unconscious of the fate proclaimed 
by the gashes already cut at its root. Not a single leaf 
had yet unfolded upon it, but its countless buds were rich 
in promise of foliage, and gleamed bright against the blue 
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sky above them. Mabel had a seat on the stem of a tree 
already cut down and barked ; and &om the copsewood 
one nightingale answered another, tmtil Matthew's quick 
ear could reckon five around them concealed in the green 
mist of young leaves. But now the woodmen came, 
crushing down with heavy tread the light anemones that 
clustered above the mossy ground ; they looked up at 
the tree, then stooped to unfasten and prepare the long 
coil of rope that was to guide it in its falL The sight of 
the woodmen brought suddenly tP Mabel a feeling for 
the fate of the noble tenant of the wood, and in these last 
few moments a bullfinch perched on one of its branches, 
and poured forth his plaintive song. Mabel saw his crim- 
son breast glowing in the sunbeam, and listened to him 
singing there alone, and a sadness came over her, for she 
thought, " It is the last little bird that will ever sing from 
the tree I " It seemed a touching farewell to the noble 
forest tree, which for so many years had been a shelter 
and home for the birds of the wood ; perhaps this little 
bullfinch remembered its last year's nest in its foliage. 
But the men threw the rope, and the bird flew away; the 
men plied . their sharp hatchets, and the nearer birds in 
the copsewood ceased their song in surprise. At last the 
tree swayed, a few more strokes and it fell; its huge 
stem came down with a crash that was terrible, crushing 
its own branches, and breaking the young trees down 
beneath it, then lay stretched on the ground, the pros- 
trate giant of the wood. It was too much for MabeL 
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Sha loMw not befixre tliAi there wee eorrow to be SbU im 
the fidl of A tree ; end nerer mofe from that dej woaU 
llebel look on the feOiiig of timber^ 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE management of horses on the farm seldom took 
the form of conquest and subjection, it had the char- 
acter rather of personal friendship, which was but rarely 
broken by an opposition of will. The horses were most 
of them bom, and at that time all broken in and trained, 
on the farm. Matthew maintaining that if you had the 
horse from a foal there was but little necessary in the 
breaking him in, except the giving up your rest by night, 
(horses being more easily managed in the dark,) and not 
losing either watchfulness, or command of your temper ; 
these three requisites, with a knowledge of horses from 
childhood, he said, was pretty much all that he had found 
wanted to bring them to the perfection of training that 
could be shown on the farm. The eighteen fine cart- 
horses were worthy of admiration, both in appearance 
and conduct, but the favorites were the beautiful hunters, 
reared for sale. A race of them flourished, all bearing 
the same name of Wrangler, and in disposition and faith- 
ful attachment they could hardly be excelled. Mabel's 
visits gave a good opportunity for showing the readiness 
of the horses to include in their allegiance and attachment 
one who, apart from their own good-will, could have held 
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no authority over them. But the fieinn gave beautiful 
glimpses of the promise, as yet unfulfilled, when of the 
brute creation it is said, ''And a little child shall lead 
them." And the farm gave constant evidence how faith- 
fully the brute creation, even now, will return the justice 
and the kindness of man. 

Margery's white embroidered saddle had long hung 
unused on its peg ; it was now lifted down, and she gave 
it to Mabel. Matthew saddled the Wrangler, dressed 
himself in Stephen's red martial cloak as a habit, hung 
loose chains on the saddle, and with whatever else might 
be thought most unaccountably strange, rode the hunter, 
to try if his spirit were proof against fancies. Returning 
home with a good report, all was ready for Mabel. Mabel 
and the Wrangler were £riends already. Elsie took her 
every morning to the great chest of oats, ^t which she 
filled both her hands, and then called to the Wrangler, 
who, stooping down his high neck, put his small nose into 
them, eating up all his oats almost without spilling one, 
then waited for her to caress him ; he considered himself 
her especial fiiend, and if she bestowed notice on any 
other horse he showed every sign of impatience tmtil she 
turned to him again. Such a friendship existing, every 
considerate attention was to be expected from an animal 
so intelligent, and these expectations were never disap« 
pointed. All the wayside incidents that were wont most 
to discompose the young horse, would be almost unnoticed 
if he had Mabel in charge — a cart rattling behind, another 
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horse passing by, or even a red cloak, which from the ex* 
citement it usually produced was supposed to remind 
Wrangler of the hunt ; proof against all discomposures, 
he cantered quietly on, never, changing his pace except afc 
the request of his young rider. 

One of the race called Black Wrangler was a horse of 
great size and strength ; his neck clothed with thunder 
and his eye bright with the quickness of lightning. All 
would sometimes step out from the farm to see him loosed 
from his stall; he would rush roimd the farmyard, his 
nostrils dilated and his eyes fierce and terrible, but at the 
least signal from Matthew he would turn instantly in his 
maddest careering, rush up to his master, and rearing 
oyer him drop his paws above his shoulder, and stoop his 
head to caress him. Black Wrangler trotted a mile in 
three minutes, and notwithstanding his formidable appear- 
ance, Matthew said he was ready any day to drive him 
without reins to the distant town, quite certain of guiding 
him only by the whip and controlling him entirely by his 
voice, so complete was the understanding between them. 
He looked almost too formidable to ride, but his small 
feet stepped lightly as if treading on down ; little Mabel 
shared his friendship, and he would canter for her mile 
after mile without changing his pace, as if his only care 
were the perfect contentment of the young rider he bore. 

But the chief favorite of the farm was a horse of re* 
markable color, one of the same race of Wranglers. 
Before he was broken in for the saddle, and while as yet 
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only led out to accustom him to the road and the reiiii 
the servant who led him proved miworthy of his charge, 
a rare occurrence on the farm ; he did not return at the 
right hour; in the evening, as all were watching at the 
door, the horse and the man were seen on the opposite 
hill. The man had evidently heen stopping at some way- 
side inn, and disabled himself for his duty ; he descended 
the hill with a tottering step, the beautiful creature behind 
putting his head now on one side of the man and then on 
the other, to keep him from falling. All determined to 
see what the intelligent animal would do to the end. In 
the valley the stream turned off through deep banks 
below the hill, on which stood the farm-house and stable ; 
the unconscious man took the bed of the brook instead of 
ascending the road, and the faithful horse followed him ; 
at this all hastened down the hill, and looked over the 
steep bank into the brook ; the man had caught his foot 
against one of the great stones in its bed and had fallen, 
the horse stood stooping over him, striking his fore foot 
on a stone by the man's prostrate head, as if to awake 
him. There were many witnesses to this act of fidelity, 
and Margery, who had watched from the door, after that 
day manifested more interest in this horse than she had 
ever given expression to for any animal before. The 
beautiful creature seemed to know his mistress in a way 
scarcely to be accounted for, as she rarely saw hiwi except 
in harness, or when saddled for Mabel to ride. He had 
on most occasions an exuberance of spirit, that had made 
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it no easy task to break him in, and now, having but ht- 
tle work and much play, he had nothing but his sense of 
allegiance to keep it in subjection. When waiting har 
nessed it was almost impossible to hold him, and few but 
those well acquainted with horses would have wished a 
seat by his driver; but when his mistress wanted his 
services, he appeared quits- another animah Margery 
had grown heavy in figure, and to get into the gig 
became a difficulty to her ; a chair and footstool must be 
brought, and even then it was managed slowly. When 
the Wrangler was led up full of spirit and play, if Mar- 
gery were going she went up to his head, and laid hex 
hand on his neck — ^in a moment he steadied into a statue; 
all the deliberate process of the chair and footstool went 
on without haste or fear ; Matthew had time, not only to 
get fairly into the gig, but to button up the apron ; the 
Wrangler did not start imtil the order was given; he 
would then trot quietly on, neither too fast nor too slow, 
but as equal as time in the measured pace that he went ; 
and when with help of chair and stool his mistress alighted 
again, the only reward that he looked for was the 
commendation of her hand. It seemed as if he silently 
said to Margery, "We all know on the &rm that it is 
you who have trained us up masters so just and so kind ; 
and you shall see that we understand well the difference 
between good.usage and bad, by our making most obedi- 
ent acknowledgments to you." It was glory to Matthew 
to see his fiery young hunter subdue itself in that way to 
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the seryice of bis mother, for more than silrer and gfAd 
to her children was the sense of that mother's approval. 
The one thing that all dreaded was the day when some 
one would offer a high price for the hunter, for then he 
must go. It is often the trial of the farm that it rears its 
farorites for the hand of another. The purchaser pays 
his good price, and little thinks, it maj be, how the heart 
of the seller is not with the money that b^ holds in bis 
hand, but with the favorite of the farm now sold from it 
for ever. 

Mabel had gone on a visit near London, and one day 
when walking out she saw a horse in the distance, like 
none but the &rm's favorite Wrangler ; his peculiar color 
made her think so at first. An officer was riding the 
horse quickly down a slope, but the moment he reached 
Mabel the creature stopped and turned to her; poor 
Mabel also stood still, but the officer, little thinking that 
the child was a fiiend recognized by his horse, put spurs 
to his side, and the Wrangler took wings and was out of 
sight in a moment. Then Mabel wrote to the farm to 
ask if indeed the Wrangler was gone ; and Stephen wrote 
back that, " it was true they had sold him ,* he had been 
reared for the gentry, and it was but right they should 
have him. An officer had bought him, and they had 
been told he was gone up to those parts. But no horse 
ever cost more at the parting ; their mother shed tears 
for him, not one of the family could see him go^ and no 
one on the farm would consent to lead him away ; so it 



XNGLAKD s txohek: vboh livx. 219 

was to be hoped they that had him would know how to 
use him, for never could there be a horse to desenre bet- 
ter of anj hands he might &11 in." 

It was no wonder that it seemed to some as if the Gk)d 
of creation owned the filial obedience of Margery's chil* 
dren to their mother, hj honoring them with a power, 
which all who saw felt peculiar, over the animal creation 
around them. 

Dinner was a simple repast at the &rm, hospitable and 
cheerful, but of no yerj distinctive character. When 
Mabel was there the farm dessert followed, of home-made 
wines and fruit from the garden or orchard ; but the tables 
were removed before the dessert was brought in, the 
centre of the pleasant room lefl free as usual, and all 
again occupied chairs round the waU. Stephen sat within 
for awhile after dinner, and took pleasure in teaching 
Mabel many practical facts of agricultural life. Margeij 
and Elsie worked at this time, and Mabel worked also. 
Elsie bleached and made all the home linen ; its stockings 
also were knitted, and many pleasant household things 
contrived and done. At three o'clock aU the horses came 
home, their day's work was done at that hour ; two and 
two the nine pair of fine horses drank water at the brook, 
bathed their limbs in the pond, and ascended the hilL At 
this hour, when Mabel grew older, she went off to the 
cottages, leaving the £Etrm busy refreshing its tired horses. 
If it were the poor of the village Mabel wanted to see, 
she went alone; but if they lived at a distance Matthew 
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drove her ; or if it were winter, and tlie fields heavj with 
mndy he saddled the {aim pony, which she only rode on 
these cottage errands; and then Matthew walked hj its 
side, and held it for her while she made her long visits bj 
the sick, or the aged, or the ignorant. Old age, and child- 
hood, and youth might be djing^ and no one but Mabel 
to visit them. Margerj loved her with a tenderness that 
yielded up many a strong feeling to her ; for she uucon« 
scioudy violated many a surface feeling of Margery's 
when shQ broke through the strict household order, or 
decked the vralls with her fancies ; but Margery always 
said, " 'Twas the child's hand that did it, let it be as she 
left it." And so that strong heart enshrined her in ten* 
demess, and always called her '' the child ; " but it pleased 
Margery well that she should visit the poor. Stephen 
was glad, and always thought that a way could be 
made out for Matthew to give time to attend upon Mabel; 
and Matthew thought that nothing could be of so much 
importance as to visit the poor ignorant people, where 
there was any one who could speak a word for their com- 
fort So the love of the fiurm strewed Mabel's pathway 
with roses. 

(}oing out or returning from her afternoon's excursions, 
she called at the church £urm upon Margaret, and would 
often persuade her to come down to tea. The five o'clock 
tea was the rallying point of all interest and cheerfulness. 
The day's work was then done, except in haytime and 
harvesti and social converse brightened all. The tables 
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from under each window were lifted for the third time in 
the day to the centre of the room, covered with crimson 
cloths in winter, and in summer with blue, and laden with 
home-made provisions. Brimming tumblers of ale, a large 
section of cheese, ham of Elsie's own curing, bread, butter, 
a variety of cake, the pile of iaxm toast, beaten down and 
dried, making a dish only &rms can prepare, intermingled 
with the home-made preserves and the flowers of the 
season. Elsie did not pour out her fragrant tea imtil the 
conclusion of the repast, when the more substantial fare 
had taken the first course ; but Mabel had her little glass 
pitcher of Blossom's rich milk, and her seat by Margery's 
side as at breakfast. All conversed on the interests of 
the day, and seldom could any home table be more en- 
livened than was Margery's, where native refinement 
shed a charm beyond all that mere education can supply, 
strong common sense, and most gentle wit enriched the 
social converse around it. The throne of her country 
stood close beside its church in the royal heart of Margery, 
and not less firmly associated and established in the 
hearts of her children. The farm was all over Conser- 
vative. Every wainscot panel in those days gleamed in 
blue, — ^the Conservative color of the county, Stephen 
thought nothing but blue worthy to be looked at in dress ; 
his coat was blue, of a darker shade than the wainscot 
panels, but still truly blue ; his neck-tie was blue ; his 
best waistcoat of pale blue, half concealed by the breadth 
of the frills that fell over it ; his very handkerchief of 
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blue. He never considered Elsie dressed unless her gown 
wfts of blae ; and he sometimes smiling said, that when 
he chose a dress for Mabel it should be the richest blue 
that the country could produce. And when a politician 
argued with Stephen, on the ground that the whig candi- 
date then canvassing was a better man than the Conser- 
vative, Stephen listened, as he always did, in attention 
that never lost the speaker's meaning, and then an- 
swered, " Sir, the family has always voted Blue, and the 
&mily always will vote Blue; and if the man be not 
what he ought to be, they that are about us must look 
into that." The walls of the farm parlor were hung with 
framed representatives of the royal family ; only one or 
two amongst them laid claim to the title of portraits^ but 
they were reverently hung up as high as was possible, 
and gleamed amidst antique embroidery of Jacob first 
looking at Rachel, and all the patriarchs in various occa- 
sions of their pastoral life. And at tea, it was very 
affecting to Mabel, to see every best cup and saucer and 
every best plate still mourning the Princess Charlotte, 
with a likeness of her upon each : every cup, saucer, and 
plate inscribed ''Princess Charlotte, died on the 6th of 
November, 1817." But after England's crown descend- 
ed on the iroyal brows it now encircles, the china that 
r^oumed the Princess Charlotte was never used again. 

Nathaniel would often step across from the mill to join 
the evening anthem and hymns, and his good and bright 
discourse gave a hallowed turn to the topics of home. 
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Then in summer there was evening work in the garden, 
the training and tending of flowers ; and in winter Mar* 
gery always said, " Now, child, come and read." And 
all at that maternal call took their chairs into an exact 
semicircle around the glowing hearth, while Margery 
and Elsie's knitting-pins rang music in the firelight, and 
Mabel sat on a stool just within the great open chimney, 
whose inner walla^ where not black with the wood smoke, 
were also painted bright blue, and hung with spurs, bits, 
and all the steel harness of the horses glittering in the 
wood flames. There Mabel sat close to Margery's arm- 
<;hair, and read aloud, to the interest and satisfaction of 
all. It was always some holy book, for Margery cared 
for no other, and Stephen, and Elsie, and Philip, and 
Matthew, and Mabel, and Margaret when she came down, 
were all of the same mind, and so the later hour of the 
evening passed away imtil the great clock in the comer 
struck nine. Stephen and Margaret crossed the valley for 
evening prayers at the church farm, and the servants came 
in at the home, where Philip reverently conducted the 
service. 

The servants remained after prayers to take their sup- 
per in patriarchal style in the same room, at a separate 
table spread for them. Then Cloe, the maid, set seven 
basins in a row on the white tablecloth, and Elsie stood 
before the row, crumbling in a large farm loa^ with her 
quick hands despatching all business while most would 
BtiU have been considering what next must be done ; the 
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great saucepan, full of boiling milk, was lifted hj her, 
and a broad stream descended into each basin of the row ; 
but Mabel's was a little basin of china, red and white, and 
the crumbs in her basin were small, and the stream was 
poured gently, — ^then Elsie put in the spoons and handed 
them roimd. The man-servant, Jonathan, had one for 
his supper, and Shurtel the boy — ShurteFs name was 
Shealtiel, so entered in the church register, but the name 
being long he was called Shurtel on the farm. His 
brother's name was Maher-shalah : but Shurtel only lived 
in the house, and though not equal to what John Wilton 
had been, he earned some praise for his care of the crea- 
tures in his place as yard-boy. 

After this infantine repast the day was done, and the 
household retired to rest. Elsie never laid down to sleep 
until she saw each head reposing on its pillow ; then she 
retired to hers, and slumber and silence settled down 
upon the active cheerful day at the farm. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

ON a summer day in June, a carriage drew slowly up 
the steep hill to the farm. All knew whom it bore, 
and came out to the garden gate to meet its arrival there, 
each with that aspect of deep feeling which repeated be- 
reavement had made natural to them — ^in sympathy with 
grief. The old coachman opened the carriage door, and 
the minister's lady first alighted. She who had come to 
the farm in the hour of its sorrow, now came in her own 
deep anxiety, to be welcomed and cheered by its sym- 
pathy and love. She met Margery and her children with 
the same sweet smile — ^no personal anxiety ever banished 
that, when others could be cheered by its light. Then 
Elsie gave her hand, and the old coachman held his arm 
to a young and lovely form, whose wont it had not been 
to lean upon others, but with a springing step of tender 
joyousness to tread the earth, which was to her yotmg 
heart a garden of delight. But now as she left the car- 
riage, she gave her hand to Elsie, and leaned on the old 
coachman's arm, then stood erect and looked around on 
the fair scene of hill and valley, grassy tur^ and waving 
grain, like a freed bird v4io yet feels its wing is broken 
and its flight cut short. Beautiful she looked, and unlike 
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earth, as those around her thought, and the radiance of 
her smile brought tears to their kind ejes. She stooped 
to caress the farm dogs who fawned at her feet, and then 
was soon seated in Margery's arm-chair by the open par- 
lor window, the southern breeze blowing back her sunny 
curls and fanning the hectic of her cheek. Mabel stood 
beside her ; it was her elder sister, the brightest sunshine 
of life to the child, the object of her deepest affection. 
Her mother had brought her to the farm to see what such 
change might do. Margery and her children welcomed ' 
them with their true but silent hospitality, glad to giye 
the best their home could offer to those who had brought 
to them a heavenly benediction. The farm was worthy 
to receiye her, rich as she was in natural gifts, in loveli- 
ness of person, heart, and mind ; a child of song, free and 
sportive, yet clinging in deep tenderness to all the objects 
of her affection. She, like Margery's children, possessed 
that peculiar gift of subduing animal life to gentlest con- 
trol ; creatures that others feared to approach were playful 
and safe with her. And she had yet a higher grace, and 
could soften into gentleness fierce, rugged human natures, 
winning them to kind response. It was no wonder that 
her sixteen years oflife had been full to her of love and 
blessing, of gladness and of joy, so that when she found 
her call had come she said, ''I have always been so 
happy, or I might wish to die ! " 

But she who had learned to live, could not find it bard 
to learn to dia She who had feared no danger to bring 
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otliers to the Saviour*s feet, who had ventured in the 
strength of love, the might of gentleness, where men 
might have drawn back, she coidd find no terrors between 
her young spirit and its home in its Redeemer's bosom ; 
though the sudden call to part with all most loved on 
earth, at first looked sad to her in all the jojousness of 
youth ; and her deep affection for her mother made her 
saj, " If I could but take you with me I " But as heaven 
drew nearer, she saw it was not death, but life and love 
made perfect, to enter there ; and her spirit turned to meet 
the unveiled glory of the Lord. 

On her first coming to the farm she could walk ont 
amongst its creatures, and make them all her friends. The 
summer air blowing softly on the hill's southern side was 
life to her, and though her thrilling voice of song was 
hushed on earth forever, she loved the farm evening's hour 
of sacred melody, chose the hymns, and listened from the 
open parlor with delight. 

Margery did not give the favorite guest-chamber to her ; 
death had been often there ; it was in that room the moth- 
er of the dying girl had seen the youth and beauty of the 
farm laid on the bed of death ; association would be sad 
there. So they prepared for her the pleasant south- west- 
em room. When a few weeks had passed, her drooping 
strength failed suddenly ; Philip, used to tenderest nursing, 
carried her to her chamber, and she rose not from her bed 
again imtil angels bore her spirit to the skies. All 
through the weeks of suffering, in which mortality still 
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bound the immortal spirit, Elsie was ready day or night 
with her gentlest nursing ; and every evening the farm 
brothers, with their instruments, stepped sofUy up the 
stairs, and sang one evening hymn outside the chanxber 
door. 

'' I am at the gate I " she said, and her freed spirit 
entered in to be forever with the Lord. She had been 
bom in glowing August, when the com was ripe in all 
the country round the wild home of her birth, and she 
passed away in the same month, when all the golden 
sheaves as yet were standing on the farm, herself first 
gathered to the garner of her God. Two days before 
her seventeenth birthday they laid her in the tomb, and 
many mourned on earth, but there was joy in heaven. 

The snows of advancing age had fallen white on Mar- 
gery's head, and strewn their silver hue above Stephen's 
early furrowed brow. Philip's manhood was advancing, 
and Matthew was no longer young, though his mother 
called him still " the Boy." MabeU-oflen wondered that 
Stephen, who was so tme and kind, and freely talked to 
her of every earthly thing, yet never spoke of heaven, nor 
of Him who gave His life to open Paradise for all who 
come to God by Him. And when she spoke of that 
better life to come, and the grace that alone can make us 
ready, it always left him silent — silent as one whose heart 
had no response. It was a mystery to Mabel, at which 
she often wondered. But God had taught Steplien from 
his youth, and as ^et he could not leam of man, 
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Now a sudden illness came upon liim, and brought 
him quickly face to face with death. He had often seen 
death drawing near for others, but now it came for him ; 
he felt himself approaching the immediate presence of the 
Almighty, and he trembled as the light of the divine 
Holiness fell on him. He looked into his past life with 
the deepest anxiety, to see if it could stand in the judg- 
ment before a holy, heart-searching God ; he had never 
silenced the voice of conscience within him, and now it 
spoke louder than ever ; it pointed solemnly back ; — ^his 
eye seemed constrained to follow it ; it showed him sin ; 
it showed him that he had lived for earth, not for the 
eternity that he knew laid before him ; it showed him 
thoughts and affections taken up with the business of this 
world, not with preparation for the next ; it showed Self 
in his heart mwre than God ; he felt, " I am not ready to 
die, not prepared to meet my Judge ; He is holy, I am 
sinful ; I have read before that God is of purer eyes than 
to behold iniquity, aSid cannot look upon sin; I little 
thought that word pointed at me I I see it now ; oh I I 
cannot stand in my sinfulness before him ; I dare not 
think of appearing before God." Stephen poured forth 
his prayer for life, and he determined if God in mercy 
raised him up he would never sin again ! He could see 
now what sin was ; he saw that it had its root in the 
heart, and he determined he would keep his heart with 
all dihgence j he would live for eternity, live to God ; he 
tried to fulfil his duty to man, and now he would fulfil 
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his daty to God ; he saw that was what death demanded, 
and he would have it readj against death came again. 
And there was more truth in his feeling, than in the 
feelings of those who blindly lean on a hope they have 
not made their own, who never cleanse their way as 
Stephen had tried to do by the law of GU)d, and yet trust 
to an indefinite pardon at the end. So £5ur as Stephen's 
light went it was true light ; he saw the requirements of 
the divine holiness and the divine justice; though he knew 
not yet the fallen heart's inability to meet them, nor the 
way divine love had provided, " that His banished might 
not be expelled from Him forever." 

Mabel looked up to the white curtained window of 
Stephen's room at the church farm ; watched Margery's 
silent anxiety; stood by her as she gave charge to 
Shealtiel on the pony, with the basket on his arm, to 
follow the doctor home quickly, and lose no time in re- 
turning with the change of medicines, that perhaps might 
give relief. Belief was given, the sickness abated, and 
Stephen recovered. 

Many in sickness have felt as Stephen felt, and r^ 
solved as he resolved; but returning life has dimmed 
their quickened sight ; they have sinned again, and not 
felt the sin ; forgotten God, and conscience not reproved 
them; transgressed his holy law, and justified the trans- 
gression. But it was not so with Stephen ; the light that 
had shown him his own sinfulness, and the requirements 
of Gcd's holiness, was no momentary flash of conscience ; 
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but " the light of the morning spread upon the moun- 
tain •" nor yet " a morning without clouds," but still the 
dawn of that true light which never sets again in dark- 
ness, but "shines brighter and brighter to the perfect 

day." 

One fact is strikingly illustrated by the resolution 
Stephen had made, a fact that observation constantly 
discovers — ^how difficult it is to act in heavenly things 
by the rules that govern us in earthly ! Our principle of 
action may be a true principle— such as diligence, watch- 
fulness, trust, love, effort, supplication, but we do not 
apply it in heavenly things ; in the attainment of them 
we are slothful, negligent, unbelieving, cold, spiritless, 
silent, and yet we expect success to attend us. Oh, 
strange delusion, that the eternal is to be won with more 
ease than the temporal ; the heavenly treasure with less 
effort than- the earthly I Stephen did not fail in diligence, 
or watchfulness, or effo»t — ^all these he had always applied 
to his spiritual as well as his temporal life ; but he forgot 
his childhood's precept, — "It is better to trust in the Lord 
than to put confidence in man." He rose from his sickness 
trusting in his own power to attain the holiness of heart 
and Hfe which he saw to be necessary. He trusted in 
himself, and came back to the world resolved to work out 
a righteousness of his own in which he might venture to 
die. So true it is that we can trust God with anything 
sooner than ourselves ; we may be willing to trust Him 
with everything earthly, but the soul he died to win we 
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keep in our own hand, thinking to save it in our own 
way ; thiBrefore we never know the Iovb of God to ua, 
never know the love thiait flows from the sense of the 
" much forgiven ;" and therefore, alas I we may have one 
day to say, " The summer is past, the harvest is ended, 
and I am not saved ! " 

It was now that Stephen's spiritual conflict began. It 
was no longer for earthly success that he wrestled, but 
for spiritual victory — ^for a conquest over his own sinful 
nature, for a righteousness in which to stand before God, 
for a heavenly Inheritance. He roused his whole resolu- 
tion to the effort ; he became a jailor to his own spirit, 
repressed all its mirth, and curbed his quick temper with 
a double bridle. His step lost its energy, his eye was 
fixed and thoughtful, he grew silent and self-absorbed. 
Many a friend questioned with him, and tried to wake up 
his lost cheerfulness, but he answered to all, "Let me 
alone, I am not the same man I was ; I shall have no 
more, I can tell you, of what once pleased me welL'' Yet 
victory drew not near, it gleamed not even in the distance, 
nor ever cheered the heavy strife with one bright earnest 
of success. Sin was with Stephen still Conscience could 
show it when he lay down to sleep ; and when he rose 
conscience could only warn him still that he must conquer 
in the strife, or meet the terrors of the Almighty when 
again he was called to die. He saw too clearly to think 
for a moment that He could reach the Mercy of God, by 
turning away from His Holiness^ therefore he would not 
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yield up the effort ; yet the day came not in which he 
could say, " I have made my heart clean, I am pure from 
my sin ; " vainly trying to " bring a clean thing out of 
an unclean," he saw not yet " that more excellent way." 

The winter months passed heavily ; duty had a stem 
look, and life seemed a weary load. But all outward cir- 
cimistances remained unchanged, and Stephen still filled 
his constant place in the parish church, and his comer in 
the chancel on the eastern hill. 

One Sunday, as he walked to the distant chiirch, he 
said to himself " What will the end be of all my en- 
deavors ? This strife with myself is the hardest thing I 
ever tried at in life ; the whole world would seem an easy 
thing to match against the struggle I have held with my 
own heart, and I don't see but what it gets worse rather ' 
than better ; but yet give it up I cannot, for if I do it 
must be certain that death will find me unready." "Weary 
and heavy laden, he knelt down in his comer in the 
chancel, and prayed, " God be merciful to me a sinner." 
The words of the text were that afternoon, "Will He 
plead against me with His great power? No; but he 
will put strength in me." Stephen heard ; and it seemed 
to him as if his own troubled heart poured itself out in 
that absorbing inquiry, "Will He plead against me with 
His great power?" — ^it uttered all his dread; he had 
seen how great that Power was, " glorious in Holiness,*' 
and the one apprehension of his soul was of the hour when 
it would meet and plead against him as a sinner. When 



234 ENGLAND'S teoken: fboh life. 

therefore he heard the question answered, and that " no/' 
in all its truth and simplicity fell on his awakened con- 
science, it seemed to him like the final answer from the 
judgment seat of the Eternal, confirmed as it was by the 
justifying reason — " He will put strength in me I " He 
listened to the unfolding of the Word of Life ; the awak- 
ened conscience described, the sinner whose eyes are 
opened to see the requirements of God's holiness, dis- 
covering that if that power pleads against his sin he must 
be condemned and crushed by it eternally. The anxiety 
with which the question is asked, " "Will he plead against 
me with His great power ? " the answer to the inquiring 
conscience, " No." What then will He do ? " He will 
put strength in me " — salvation can be only His work I 
" When we were without strength, Christ died for the 
ungodly." " The life I now live in the flesh I live by the 
faith of the Son of God, who loved me, and gave Himself 
forme." "Thanks be unto God, which giveth us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ." " We are more 
than conquerors, through Him that loved us." The 
preacher's style was full of Holy Scripture ; each sacred 
verse as it fell shed another ray on the soul of Stephen, 
which the text of the sermon had kindled with the light 
of divine love. 

When the service was over he rose and left the church, 
changed as one who, struggling with innumerable foes and 
despairing of victory, beholds them suddenly swept away 
from before him by an invisible power ; so did that wave 
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of Divine love which now overflowed the soul of Stephen, 
bear back on its bosom every foe and every fear, leaving 
him alone with the sense of " the height and depth, the 
length and breadth of the love of God, which passeth 
knowledge." Humbled yet happy, repentant yet assured 
of forgiveness, he realized the truth of the declaration, 
" We that have believed do enter into rest ; " the rest of 
£alih before the rest of fruition. To use his own expressive 
language, " I watered the road with my tears ; that " no " 
had turned my darkness to light, and shown me where 
my hope lay. From that day I walked to and from that 
church alone ; I would have no company ; it was enough 
for me to consider what I was going to hear as I went, 
and what I had heard as I came back again. My * Zoar ! 
I called it ; and often as I look upon it, when walking to 
it it first came in sight, I said, *Is it not a little one ? 
let my soul escape thither and it shall live ! ' " 

In the June of this same summer Mabel was again at 
the farm ; she was still a child in years, but sorrow deep- 
ens life far more than joy, when sorrow's discipline is 
blessed by Him who bore its heaviest grief for us ; and 
fio it had been with Mabel, who to the joy of life, had 
added now the grief of separating death. 

'*And side by side they flow, 
Two fountains flowing from one smitten heart. 
And ofttimes scarcely to be known apart, 
That gladness and that woe.'' 

I 

She had reached the fiEum on a Saturday, and it was 
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now the Sabbath eyening, not jet the hour for the farm 
hymns of praise, so she went alone, as she was used to 
do, to the Seringa Arbor, to read her Bible there. Na- 
ture in its loveliness — its songs and fragrance — was 
aroimd her ; of its past perfection and its future sinless 
glory she read in the Bible's open page. Then she thought 
of the farm, where she had come again to stay, and was 
ever welcomed as the child of its affections. " Why was 
it that where human kindness reigned, none ever spoke 
of heavenly love, nor brightened at allusion to it ? " 
While thoughts like these were asking imanswered ques* 
tions in her heart, she heard a step near the trellis-work^ 
and Stephen stood beside the arbor. He had never come 
before to her retreat, and she was glad to see him now ; 
he stood beside the honeysuckle in thoughtful silence. 
Mabel observed the softened smile that hghted up his 
face ; she had yet hardly seen him except at church, as 
he spent the Simday with his sister, until the evening, 
when they both came down to tea, and now she thought 
he wore another aspect than she had seen before ; he was 
silent a little while, then turned as if to speak ; she saw 
that something touched him deeply, and put her hand in 
his. Then he said, '' There is a text in Huth, and I say 
it to you, * Whither thou goest I will go ; thy people 
shall be my people, and thy God my (rod I ' " He said 
no more than that one text, but in that touching utter- 
ance to the child before him, he broke through the re- 
serve and silence that had held expression so strongly 



k 



SK<3^LANi>'s tsomxn: fbok life. 287 

back. The sense of Diyine loye had made him ready to 
confess his Saviour before men ; and "with the child of 
the farm, from that Sabbath evening hour, he held 
through life unbroken intercourse of hallowed thought 
and feeling. Eternity may lie open within the heart, a 
change greater than that which brought the world out of 
chaos take place in the nature and the destinies of the 
spirit of a man, and yet all be hidden at the time from 
the nearest observer, open only to the eye of Him who 
made man for TTim8<\lf> 



CHAPTER XX. 

ri^HE miller's school was like a little guarded fold in the 
X midst of the wilderness. Old Linstead, with his mild 
Yonerablo aspect^ and gentle persuamve authority, gathered 
the joung of all ages around him, and tnu/^ht them tho 
knowledge which, truly to know, is Life eternal. And 
often in the summer time he took his eldest scholars with 
him, and crossed the fields to the Sector's Wednesday 
evening service in the village church on the Eastern hill. 
It was a beautiful sight to see the fine old man, of aspect 
so intelligent and benignant, coming in to worship, ac* 
companied by his elder scholars. On Sunday they never 
left their parish, attending its church, and spending the 
rest of the day under instruction at school. One extract 
from the old man's diary will show the intelligence and 
grace of his mind. He kept a record of his work, and of 
one of his pupils, who for a time disappointed his hopes, 
he writes, '* She appeared a tender plant, that could nol 
bear the sun. In the time that green leaves shaded it, 
the plant grew; but the sun rose above the trees, and 
the plant fkded in the heat of the day. But evening re* 
turned and the plant revived, because the root was not 
dead." 

(238) 



snglakd's tsombk: fbom life. 239 

At length the ceaseless opposition manifested towards 
the school, the master, and its patrons prevailed. Na* 
thaniel and Stephen had established and carried it on for 
years as Christians, as Churchmen, as Englishmen ; there-' 
fore to find a handle against it was not easy, but a false 
accusation did what truth could not do ; the meek spirit 
of the miller, broken down by the ceaseless contention, 
yielded up his school, and the children were gathered and 
instructed no longer. " What it cost my poor brother to 
keep it on as long as he did no one can tell I " said Ste- 
phen ; "but, verily, his work was with the Lord, and his 
reward with his God I " 

Mabel, when fourteen years old, had a serious illness ; 
as strength slowly returned she was sitting in her arm- 
chair by the large open window of her chambo»*, up to 
which the roses dimbed, breathing their fragrance for 
the young prisoner within, when she heard the sound of 
wheels, and saw the "Wrangler in the winding lane that 
led to her home. Matthew was driving Elsie, who came 
up to the chamber. Elsie said that her mother's health 
had been faihng for weeks, which prevented her coming be- 
fore ; but that morning she had called Elsie to her, say- 
ing, " It does not signify about leaving me, I will have 
you go and see how the child is, and bring me back word 
again.*' She then ordered fruit to be gathered from the 
garden, and taking one of her own red silk handkerchiefs 
that she wore over her shoulders, she pinned up in it the 
polished hoofs of some of the young cattle that had been 
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reared on the farm, and with her love and her blessing to 
the child, sent Elsie with her gifts and inquiries. 

Mabel longed to see the friend of her childhood, once 
more to embrace her and receive her strong, tender bless- 
ing ; but weakness banished this hope to a distance. The 
accounts from the farm continued the same, until one day 
Elsie suddenly saw the shadow of death fall on the face 
of her mother. Elsie well knew that shadow, she had 
oflen seen it before, and she knew that when it fell death 
could not be distant She was alone with her mother, 
but, though her heart sank within her, it did not alarm 
her, for Elsie never trembled at death. Stephen soon 
came in from the hay-fields, and when he also saw that 
shadow on the face of his mother he trembled exceed- 
ingly. Men can look upon death in heroic daring, but 
wiien tne iang ot terrors suddenly crosses the quiet 
•threshold of home, they are often unnerved by the &ce of 
the foe. Elsie bade Stephen not tremble but come and 
take her place; then he wound his arms around his 
mother, upholding her, while Elsie made ready her most 
hopeful remedies. In Stephen's arms rested the mother 
to whose face he had looked up with such reverence and 
love for more than half a century, whose every word had 
been to him as a law, whose authority he had revered as 
much in manhood as in youth, in whose honored name 

r 

and for whom he had done all things ; the head, the stay, 
the shelter of aU ! But blessed for him was the cer- 
tainty, that not one drop of bitterness had he ever poured 
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in the cap of her widowhood. He had stood alone and 
fearless beside her, and fought a safe pathway for her 
through all that troubled or opposed. If those who can 
still look upon the iace of a mother, could anticipate the 
moment when that look must be their last, when no atone- 
ment can- any longer be made for rebellion, unkindness, 
neglect; when the wounds— of all wounds the deepest 
that the child has made in the heart of a parent— can 
neyer by after tenderness be healed, would not such ie» 
flection saye a remorse that earth has no joy to obliterate? 

Elsie's remedies restored animation, and life gleamed 
again in the feice of their mother. All her children were 
sent for, and the in-gathering of the fields left alone to the 
laborers. 

Mabel had a secret misgiving that Margery was worse; 
for there is an instinct in nature that none can define, 
whose spiritual mysteries none can explain, but which 
often awakens the syispathetic cord that vibrates unseen 
between man and man. Mabel's mother, to relieve her 
anxiety, drove over to the ferin. No one appeared at the 
gate, or the door, to welcome her approach. As she 
entered, Cloe, the maid, came forward, and said her mis- 
tress was dying. She went up to the chamber. Two of 
Margery's sons— themselves grey-headed — ^were support- 
ing her ; her other children knelt around the bed, their 
tears falling like rain. It was a scene never to be forgot- 
ten — ^the death of the patriarchal mother! A smile 

gleamed bom the dying eyes as that best of fiiends en 

11 
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tored, and the departing spirit was satisfied with the 
heayenlj truth she uttered beside it. But in the morn- 
ing the dying mother said to Elsie, " I hear tb^ child's 
voice below ; I knew I should see her again 1 '' 

*' No, mother, I doubt that she cannot be come I " 

^But I know it is her tongue! go down stairs and 
see." 

It was death disencumbering the sense, for no other ear 
could catch the least sound like the voice of the child 
whom Margery's strong heart had enshrined in its tender- 
ness, and who was lying it might be then in prayer for 
her dying friend, on her little white couch far away. 
Margery then spent some time in silence, a sacred silence 
which no one disturbed; then raising her eyes she looked 
round on her children, said tenderly, " I have done what 
I could for you all, now I leave you to God ; may His 
blessing rest on you I " and her spirit slowly struggled 
from the fetters of mortality. 

Weeks passed before Mabel reached the farm. There 
was a deeper tone in the welcome all gave her, yet solemn 
and sad ; and her childhood's friend lay sleeping in the 
churchyard, encircled by the fields and above the green 
valley of the Home. Elsie told of her calm illness ; 
Stephen, how no worldly thoughts ever troubled her ; 
that since her strength first failed, long before, they never 
had one ten minutes' talk upon business. She had 
kept her honse in order, long expecting the summons. 
The bees had given warning of the loss, alighting in a 
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swarm on the ground at Margery's feet, the last time she 
walked out with Elsie. But Elsie had not told them of 
the sorrow that had come, and all the bees forsook the 
hive or died in it. Margaret, at the church farm, told 
hers, and thej stayed as before. 

When Mabel went again some months afterwards to 
stay at the farm, she felt how beautiful was the only 
change that had come : a hush about the place, the cur- 
rent of active life flowing calmer, and each hce reflecting 
a heart of deepened thought within. 

Sunday had always there, been '' the holy of the Lord, 
honorable ; " the farm had not done its own ways, nor 
found its own pleasure on that holy day. There was no 
mother now, by her Arm authority, to keep the sacred 
hours; but the only difference seemed that her children, 
bereft of their earthly stay, drew closer beneath the oyer- 
shadowing wings of the Eternal. All customs were the 
same. The family breakfast hour had always been at seven 
instead of six o'clock on that morning, in order that all the 
farm work might be finished beforehand. By seven 
o'clock the twelve cows were milked, the milk poured out 
in the dairy in the pans prepared the day before, and Elsie, 
in her Sunday dress, ready for breakfast By seven 
o'clock Philip and Matthew had seen to whatever might 
be necessary amongst the x^ttle; and had put on their 
Sabbath garments. All now was early as before, all 
wore the same aspect of Sabbath rest, yet were all less 
silent deeper yet brighter in their tone — as of those who 
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walk not by the rule of an absent Lord, bat dweU beneath 
the presence of a near though unseen Friend. Stephen's 
spirit had long before broken its chain and walked at 
liberty ; or rather the hand of divine loye had opened its 
prison doors, and shown him the pathway of Life. Elsie, 
bereft on earth, looked more entirely to heayen, and a 
peace, the world could neither gire nor take away, deep- 
ened all the cheeriful energy of her life. 

It was beautiful, as the Saturday advanced, to see how 
the farm business settled down into the calm eve of the 
Sabbath. Stephen would not allow any business transac- 
tions on Saturday af^moon ; his laborers were all paid at 
fiye o'clock on the Friday afternoon, not only for the Sat- 
urday's repose at the &rm, but that each cottage might 
have a day before Sunday on which to expend its little 
weekly income. By noon on Saturday, Stephen had laid 
aside, as much as possible, all worldly occupations and 
cares; the stir of life quieted down, and a feeling of repose 
stole over the bim, Stephen looked as if the world's six 
days' chain were already broken, and his spirit calmly re- 
joicing in the rest of his Gbd. He sometimes said, " If I 
did not begin my Sabbath on the Saturday, there would 
be but a poor chance for me : I have too great, and too 
changing a concern on my mind to roll it all off in a 
minute. Why, if worldly thoughts will press hard on 
Sunday sometimes, as it is, how would it be if I had not 
shut them outside before that day came in I " 

In summer, Stephen would toaietimes go aside on Sat- 
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urdaj afternoon to lonely places, unseen; but tlus was 
not necessary to his spirit's repose; he would often sit in 
the faxm kitchen for an hour at a time, lost in thought 
and in prayer; if suddenly spoken to, he returned to the 
world around him with a start, as if from sle^p. To Ma* 
bel he said, " What could I do, with something always 
going on before my eyes, if I had not trained myself to be 
alone even wh^i others are near ? " He always bright* 
ened as Saturday rolled the world from his brow, his play- 
ful humor still enlivened his words, while the calm aspect 
of thoughtful rest marked his sense of the sacred hours 
that were near. This truly was "calling the Sabbath a 
delight I " 

Elsie hasted on Saturday, and dressed the food of two 
days in one. On Sunday, the servants, no less than their 
masters and mistress, kept holiday. 

To give Stephen's Sabbath morning, we must return to 
old Linstead's family. He had not long survived the 
breaking'Up of his school, and the grief felt by his masters 
and h&mself on that occasion. Stephen watched over 
the old man, and cheered his last days by the earthly 
kindness most valued by him. Linstead had a home with 
his son, who was a laborer on the farm, and a great &vor- 
ite there ; his master's interest was his own ; and the fine 
English peasant was respected by all, because his hands 
were never slack in their labor, and his heart never un- 
faithful to the trust that reposed, without questioning, in 
his honest dealing. Bat it was not diligence and honesty 
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alone that endeared him to the farm, it was his filial 
respect for his parents. He rented a beautiful cottage, of 
Stephen's own building, on the edge of a wood, and one 
of its pleasant chambers, OTerlooking the glades of the 
oak wood, was given by him to his parents ; their bed 
was warm and soft bj the labor of his hands ; their cloth- 
ing excelled bj none in the parish for comfort ; and their 
food all that old age most required. He would never 
receive any parish allowance for them, saying, that while 
he had a penny his parents should share it I his spade was 
often heard at work by moonlight, and again by three 
o'clock of the morning, in busy seasons of the year — yet 
he stood the broadest shouldered, and strongest man on 
the &xm; all could see that ''the commandment with 
promise " shed its blessing on him. His children were 
trained to wait on their aged relatives ; and the step and 
smile of their master oftened brightened their home. 

The death of old Linstead broke down the feeble 
strength of his wife. Unable to read, and her son unable 
also, Stephen took the aged widow especially under his 
care. On Sunday, Margaret at the church farm never 
failed in having breakfast ready by seven o'clock ; at both 
farms all sat down at the same hour to the early Sunday 
repast. And at half-past seven every Sabbath morning, 
Stephen started for the woodland cottage. All the cot- 
tage was ready for the master's early visit, and in the 
chamber the bed-ridden widow expecting the step she 
had loved from its childhood. It brightened her eyes 
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to see the master enter, in his Sabbath dress, all of 
blue ; " already wearing the crown of glory," — ^that the 
silver head is declared to be when found in the 
way of righteousness, with the smile of the Sabbath 
beaming bright on his face. Kneeling at her bed he read 
the prayers of the Church, the litany, and collects, and all 
such petitions as he thought most suitable for the occa- 
sion. He once smiling, said, " Yes, I open the book, not 
but what I have said all those prayers often enough to 
remember them, I hope, without the help of a book ; but 
still I do open and read, and surely we may say that no 
other prayers of sinful man can ever reach up to them I " 
Then he read the lessons and the Psalms for the day, re- 
filling the lamp of the widow with the light of the living 
Word. It was a remarkable fact, that for eight years he 
never missed this Sabbath morning visit. No sickness, 
no accident ever disabled him ; he himself allowed no 
hinderance that man could prevent, and his God kept 
back every other. He who, fifteen years before, poured 
forth supplications and tears in doubt and distress by his 
young dying brother, now kneeled at the bed of the pea- 
sant's widow in the calm light of " the assurance of hope 
unto the end." 

In those days it was a beautiful pathway that led to 
the cottage, descending from the village churchyard ab- 
ruptly to the valley, over a narrow bridge, where the 
stream, with its everlasting voice, broke over the stones 
and bent down the long blades of grass beneath its crys- 
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tal cmrent ; ascending again by a zoad that cnnred round 
the hill, under the fine trees that there sheltered it, until 
reaching the solitude of the beautiful wood, bj which 
stood the cottage — ^its casements open to the carol of the 
birds, the play of the squirrel on the oak boughs, and the 
coo of the wood-pigeon who often built near. Through 
all seasons, for eight years, Stephen trod that lonely path- 
way. Once, in after years, as Mabel walked there beside 
him, he said, " I never tread this roadside without a Sab- 
bath feeling I It has been, I may say, a high-place for 
prayer I So many years I trod it, never meeting a crea- 
ture, blessing God that the Sabbath was come I " 

Mabel had forgotten how many the years were, and 
asked Stephen to tell her. He answered with a smile, 
**A whole year of Sabbaths I and that old lady kept 
sacred together I Never for eight years, did eight o'clock 
on Sunday morning see me anywhere else j and so we 
may hope all those supplications were not offered in vain." 

When Stephen returned, Margaret had the farm kitchen 
ready. The little round table that held his large Bible 
was set by his arm-chair, and he had an hour of peaceful 
retirement alone. He had already chosen one portion of 
Scripture for his Sunday morning reading and meditation, 
and he never changed it through life. — The forty-second 
and forty-third Psalms. Once when speaking to MabeJ, 
he said, "Take those two Psalms in one, and where can 
you find any portion more fitting the hour ? Is not the 
soul then set free from the world, and does it not pant 
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for its God, as the p lor hart for the streams ? Are we 
not then going up to appear before God ? and tf we can 
remind Him of the tears that no eye has seen bat His, 
sure He won't forget, if we can put it to Him from His own 
Word I " So continuing the Psalin from memorj, he in 
this waj went through the whole with his own touching 
commentarj. 

Soon after the death of their mother, the Hector of 
their parish, whose ererj effort against them had only 
been turned into good, gave a terrible ezpressdon to his 
feeling of aversion at seeing them in the church. This 
was final ; no choice now remained for them ; in sorrow, 
not in anger, they turned from the sanctuary, where they 
had worshipped God from their childhood, their seats were 
left empty, the melody silent, and now twice every Sun- 
day they walked to the church that Stephen called his 
"Zoar." They always came on foot: Elsie said that to 
be driving to her made it seem not like Sunday I Through 
mud or through snow they walked the long distance, 
while in summer the pathway was firm and pleasant 
through fields. But though none came so fer, they were 
always the first ; some time before the service they were 
seated in the church ; and Stephen came long before to 
listen and learn with the children. He said that, " For 
his part, the lessons taught to the children in the chancel 
pleased him well, and he always should say, that if you 
could not sit down and learn with the children, how were 
you going to order the entering as a little child into 
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heayen ? and yet our Sayiour liad said, that except we 
did become as little children, we should in no case enter 
therein ! " So Stephen came long before the service, and 
sat in his comer in the chancel, his silrer head stooping, 
and his listening spirit gathering np the cmmbs that fell 
from the children's table. He never forgot MabeFs love 
for the spring-time, and before she could find the first 
primrose, violet^ or cowslip in the hedgerows, she was 
surd to see a tinj nosegaj in her seat in the chancel, 
gathered and placed there bj Stephen — Sabbath blossoms 
in his pathway. It might have seemed as if each flower 
in its season first bloomed on a Sunday ; Mabel could so 
seldom find them before she had first had them gathered 
for her by Stephen. 

There was no lack of cheerfulness in the Sabbath 
mid-day repast ; it was the most picturesque dinner of 
the week, though the only Sunday labor it gave was to 
set it on table. Another table was spread in the same 
room for the servants, with the snow-white doth and 
Sunday viands of the &rm ; the servants in their Sunday 
garments taking their repast at the same time, that all 
might again be ready for church. And then the family 
assembly at the cheerful evening tea, followed by the 
anthems and hymns of the home. Notwithstanding 
Stephen's love for the metrical version of the Psalms he 
had sung from his childhood, he delighted in the hymns 
of the church on the Eastern hill ; and always hearing 
them there to his favorite old tunes, and in^ congregation- 
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al harmony, thej became to him as the songs of the house 
of his pilgrimage. And so closed the Sabbath evening, 
with its hallelujahs of praise ; to these they would wel- 
come any who had instruments or voice and a good will 
to join them : glimpses of a hallowed Sunday evening for 
some who might never have known it elsewhere. 

One of Stephen's favorite verses was the first verse of 
the fifteenth Psahn— 

" Lord, who*8 the happy man that may 
To thy blessed courts repair? 
Not straDger like, to visit them, 
But to inhabit there 1 ** 

With a fSsuse beaming with feeling, he would repeat 

" Not stranger like, to visit them, 
Bat to inhabit there I" 

Well he knew the stranger's feeling, compelled as he 
now was to pass by the church of his parish and wander 
on to another. There were but few who knew the con- 
flict of feeling that often weighed him down as he thought 
on these things. Yet God had given him his "Zoar," 
and Sabbath after Sabbath he returned to it again, as the 
dove to the ark of its refuge ; and so truly was his feel- 
ing one with the breathings of the Hoyal Psalmist as to 
the House of the Lord, that he once said, '^ O, it is sel- 
dom that I do not let &11 a tear, when Monday morning 
calls me back again to the world I " 



CHAPTER XXI. 

"VrO gloom of bereavement hung over the £mn. The 
-Ll life that is made gloomy by sorrow, is seldom if ever, 
deepened by its discipline. A tone of quietness and ten- 
derness pervaded the home ; a calm that oflen stilled all 
into thoughtfulness, told more than words could express. 
But the seasons came and went, and labor has its blessing, 
because unto man the true Noah — Child of rest and com- 
fort, has been bom, to comfort us concerning our work 
and the toil of our hands, because of the ground which • 

the Lord had cursed. 

Harvest at the farm had all the spirit and charm that 
could be yielded by agricultural life. Stephen stood like 
Boaz amongst his men in the fields ; or like Joseph 
amongst the patriarchs, with Philip and Matthew for the 
Benjamin of his heart. The men, who so many years 
had reaped the same fields, and started on the first har- 
vest morning to put in the sickle — with green boughs and 
songs, the reaper king at their head. And as each '£iun- 
set closed in, the peasants, losing their weanness in thQ , 

joy of the harvest, gathered to some field near the home> 
or the brow of the hill abo've the green valley, there 

forming a circle with the reaper-king holding his sickle ii^ 
(252) 
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the centre, and singing together the old songs of the har- 
vest ; in the chorus that divided each line, all bowing low 
to the ground, as they lengthened out the deep bass 
"hill-ljlht" that rung through the welkin, and pro- 
claimed far and near the harvest-men's joy. And when 
the last wheat-field was cleared, the whe^t harvest done, all 
were called j&om within to see the reaper-king stand alofl on 
the stack, with the last sheaf in his arms, and the harvest 
song was sirng, and a cheer echoed over valley and hill, 
as, stooping on the pinnacle of the round stack, he laid the 
last sheaf in its place. Then refreshment was brought 
for the *men, and Mabel filled the cup for the reaper-king, 
and aU left them then to their cheer. The largess money 
(money given by way of congratulation by strangers or 
friends to the harvest-men in the fields) was all saved by 
Stephen's advice, and a supper provided at the village 
um — ^the' landlord of which was a tenant of the farm : and 
the men, with their wives and children, met there to 
celebrate the occasion in English fashion, with beef and 
plum-pudding ; all returning together to their homes be- 
fore ten o'clock in the evening. 

At the farm, when the harvest was over, a supper was 
given to the men. Mabel was there at the first after 
Margery's death, and when supper was over Stephen 
asked her to open the Bible and read. She read the 
Parable of the Marriage Feast, — ^the man wh ) had not 
on a wedding garment ; Stephen stood beside her chair 
"^hile she read, and while she tried in few words to ex- 
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plain it to the men. Then Stephen said that he liked the 
old English songs well enough in their way, but to his 
mind it was a hjmn that was wanted for harvest ; as he 
could not find such an one amongst those that were sung 
on the Eastern hill, he should wish that Mabel would sit 
down and write one, to the particular tune of Bethlehem 
Judah, for them all to sing every year as the harvest 
came round. Mabel excused herself but Stephen would 
admit no excuse. It was plain, he said, that it was a 
good thing much wanted, and therefore there could be no 
reason why it should not be taken in hand directlj and 
done. So Mabel went to the pastures, where the little 
river flowed peaceful beside her, and wrote the harvest 
hjmn for the farm. 

HTMN WRTTTKN FOR THE HARVEST HOME AT THE 

FOREST FARIL 

lb ike Tmu of Bethlehem Judah. 

Let us now praises raise 
For the joyous hanrest days ; 
Unto Earth*s Eteraal King 
Let the full thaDksgiying ring. 

He who blessed the springiDg ear, 
Now with plenty crowns the year ; 
Food and Gladness cheer oar Board, 
Let our Harvest praise the Lord I 

And, my soul, thyself prepare, 
For thy harvest draweth near ; 
Angel reapers ready stand 
With the sickle in their band. 
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Does thy life bear heavenly grain, 
Such as aDgel hands will claim 
For the gamer of their God, 
For the Holy One's abode ? 

Faith, and Love, and Hope, and Prayer, 
Are the fruits thy life must bear ; 
Watered by the Word of God, 
Washed in Calvary's cleansing blood. 

Oh I my soul, thyself prepare, 
For thy harvest-time is near ; 
Then the reaper's work shall thee ' 
Bear to immortality I 

Praise the Lord, Iffis praises sing. 
Loud the Hallelujahs ringl 
For with food and gladsome cheer, 
He hath crowned our Harvest year I 



It was not alone in its Hospitality, that the fann 
showed its liberality ; it wore in all things the aspect of 
"the cheerful giver," whom it is said, "the Lord loveth." 
Stephen had been heard by the poor, saying, as he turned 
from the cottage door of the sick, " I don't ask you what 
you want, but I tell you whatever you feel that you want 
send up for it, and it shall be given you I " Whatever 
cause of charity was pleaded, publicly or privately, was 
sure of the support of each one at the farm. They never 
made their subscriptions large, because Stephen said that 
might be apt to discourage some who could not come up 
to it, but secretly the sum was much increased. 

When all England competed in one great show for 
prizes on the cattle of its farms, the Forest Farm sent up 
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a horso. Philip, Matthew, and the fann man went up 
with it. The day of examination passed, and the next 
morning, when all the horses were led to their separate 
booths, the first prize flag waved over the Forest Farm 
stall. The farm brothers came home with the honor and 
tho prize, and the horse that had won it worked as one 
of their wagon team for years. Bat a portion of the 
gold of that prize was sent, without name, to the work of 
Foreign Missions, as a thank-offering to tho God of tho 
whole earth — ^whose are the cattle upon a thousand 
hills. 

"When Stephen first visited the poor, he found the sick- 
and the dying almost without covering on their beds ; 
not because wages were low for the time, but because, 
whenever a people are left uninstructed in true religion, 
the comforts and blessings of social life will be found to 
waste away from amongst them. Stephen had no rich 
friends to appeal to, none but his God and his own family 
to lean on ; but strong in faith of the increase on diligent 
labor, and the blessing of God that alone maketh rich, he 
rested not until every cottage in the parish had two warm 
blankets as its store. 

Yet no one would have been more distressed than 
Stephen, had rent, tithe, and taxes, not been ready to 
the hour ; he felt his position required that they should 
be, and they were. Each hand in the home was tho 
the hand of the diligent, each heart the heart of the lib* 
eral, and of such it is divinely declared the hand of the 
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diligent xnaketh rich, and by liberal things shall the lib- 
eral stand. 

One daji as Stephen showed Mabel some beautiful 
vegetable produce of the garden, she exclaimed, " Oh, I 
wish I had a cartload to give to my poor people I " She 
was only at the farm for that day, and great was her sur- 
prise by eight o'clock the next morning to see a laden 
cart at the gate of her home, filled with the produce she 
had longed for, and strewn over with bunches of cowslips, 
which Stephen had called the village children to gather. 
When Mabel spent her birthday at the farm, Elsie gave 
a feast to the old people of the parish. Those who could 
not walk were brought up in carts ; the blind came, and 
the lame; and the long tables were spread for them. 
Mabel read to them from the Bible, and a daughter of 
one of the fathers of the Church Missionary Society being 
there, interested the aged people with Missionary his- 
tories ; then they were feasted on Elsie's best ham, and 
bread and butter, and drank many cups of tea, and Philip 
and Matthew waited on them. One of the number was 
an ungodly old man, who had shown a bitter enmity to 
Matthew ; but all at the farm said, '^ Make no difference, 
let him come with the others : if we want to do good we 
must not stand upon enmities ! " So the old man came 
amongst them, and Stephen's face beamed with a joy that 
might have kindled the dullest beholder. The farm 
brothers brought their instruments and played and sang 
to the old people, who at last departed by daylight, 
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pouring out their assurances that they had never known 
such entertainment before. Then Stephen presented Ma^ 
bel with the costliest Bible the country town could pro- 
duce, sajingy as he gave it, '' We beg 70U to accept this 
Bible, which we wish to give 70U, because 70a have 
helped us better to understand the precious truth that lies 
in itl" And not long after, on his return from the 
market, he brought back an illuminated Pra7er-book, 
thinking, as he said, that where the Bible was given the 
Church Fra7ers ought to follow not long after ; and he 
had brought the best he could find, because he considered 
those pra7ers could never be written on paper too good 1 
So Mabel had Bible and Pra7er-book, the gift of the 
farm. At her next birthday, the last spent b7 her within 
reach of the farm, when she came down in her home to 
the eight o'clock breakfast, she found two pheasants, both 
of brilliant plumage on the table for her, and a little note 
tied to their feet, which she opened and read. It was 
the speech of the birds : " Dear Miss, we were flying in 
the forest woods earl7 this morning, and now we are 
come to welcome 70ur birthday I " It must indeed have 
been an early flight, for it was the first of October. 
Philip, who was the sportsman, had been up before dawn, 
attended by Matthew, shot the birds, and sent them off 
by express, to greet Mabel at breakfast. Su<^ was the 
cheerful liberality of the farm. 

The old harness maker had long departed to rest, safe 
for ever in the paradise of God i but Peter Spedly, the lit- 
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tie tailor, was still living at upwards of ninetj years of 
age; and Benedict, the blacksmitli. Two greater con- 
trasts in figure could hardly be seen. Spedly extremely 
small, with the limbs of a child, a little withered bent 
figure, lame and bald-headed; Benedict, broad-chested, 
taU, and large in stature, with a noble-looking head, down 
which hung locks of white hair. Both had their welcome 
for Mabel ; Spedly loved to talk to her of what a heavenly 
place his young master's fiurm had always been, as none 
could fully make known I And on market days, Mabel 
was sure to find him seated on the foot of his very small 
bed, to seejbis "master" drive by; but this dear earthly 
subject never hindered the heart of the old man from its 
welcome for the "Word of his God. While Benedict loved 
to tell of the heavenly blessing Master Stephen had 
brought him, instructing him in the way to the Elingdom ; 
and the tears of the fine old man fell fast above the open 
Bible as he spoke of these things. And many there 
were, beside Benedict and Spedly, only waiting for the 
livmg voice to bring them the glad tidings. The little 
child of eleven, dying on her tiny bed in the old cottage 
loft, unable to read, for she was too young for the school 
of the miller when it was open, and it had now been given 
up for years ; with no one able to read to her in her home, 
a timid cUld with silent lips, looking up with her dark ex- 
pressive ej^es, never asking a question, only listening to 
all that was said. Until, as death drew nearer, Mabel 
asked, " Tell me, Mary, can you believe that Jesus Christ 
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died for youf" The tears gathered in her large ejes 
and overflowed as she answered, '< You tell me He died 
for sinners ; I know I am a sinner, so I hope He died for 
me I " A little further on laj another dying girl ; her 
open heart welcomed all that told of a Savionr, belieyed 
in His love, and entered into rest " For of such is the 
kingdom of heaven 1 " But between the cottages of the 
children a farmer laj dying ; one who had lived for this 
world alone, and was suddenly startled by finding the 
next opening upon him. In his anguish of soul at dis- 
covering his danger ; earth, which he had labored for, 
melting fast firom his grasp ; and Eternity, which he had 
never prepared for, waiting now to receive him ; he could 
not control his expressions of despair. Stephen went to 
him, and now begged Mabel to go. The contrast to the 
gentle aspect of the dying children was a terrible one. 
At sight of Mabel he clasped his hands in agony, and 
said, " Oh, I have sinned beyond forgiveness or hope I " 

"Say not so," replied Mabel, "there is forgiveness 
with Qod. And the blood of Jesus Christ, His Son, 
cleanseth from all sin t " 

"Are you an angel sent to tell me that ? " asked the 
poor dim-sighted sinner. 

" I am a forgiven sinner," answered Mabel ; " cleansed 
firom all my sin in the precious blood of the Saviour ; and 
you may be what I am, if you will only look unto Jesus, 
and pray to Him to take your sins away." 

"Pray I yes, pray; that is it I pray I" exclaimed 
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the dying man in unutterable agony. Mabel knelt ; and 
with a desperate eiSbrt be raised himself on his knees in 
the bed, with clenched hands and upraised &ce ; the very 
sight was appalling ; and used as Mabel then was to the as- 
pect of death, it cost her best efforts to command hersel£ 
<'You are too ill to kneel," she said; ''I am kneeling 
for you, lie down again, and try to pray with me." 

" Not kneel, when it may be my last prayer I — ^I who 
have lived without prayer I If 'tis fit for me to pray, 
'tis fit I pray kneeling ! Oh, pray I pray I " 

Mabel prayed — "Enter not into judgment with thy 
servant, Lord, for who shall stand in Thy sight when 
once Thou art angry?" — "Unter not into judgment!^* 
groaned the dying man. Mabel prayed again, "We 
have sinned, and done wickedly, and our misdeeds pre- 
vail against us ; our sins are more in number than the 
hairs of our heads, therefore our heart faileth us; but 
Thou art a merciful God, and full of compassion ; Thou 
sparest when we deserve destruction, and in Thy wrath 
Thou thinkest upon mercy. We have destroyed our- 
selves, in Thee only can our help be found. We are not 
worthy so much as to lifb up our eyes unto heaven, but 
we come unto Thee in the Name of Thy well-beloved 
Son, Jesus Christ— in whom Thou art well pleased. 
Oh, hear us, for His Name's sake, we beseech Thee I 
Wash ua in His most precious blood, and we shall be 
dean ; purge us with his Spirit, and we shall be whiter 
then snow. Blot out as a doud our sina^ and as a thidc 
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cloud our traasgreasions ; enable ub to return unto Thee^ 
for Thou haat redeemed ua, O Lord, Thou God of TrutL 
Oh, merciful Saviour, who can pluck the brand from the 
burning 1 " *' The brand Jram the hwming I " echoed the 
man. '^ Stretch forth Thy pierced hand, lay hold of this 
poor sinking sinner, and deliyer him from going down to 
the pit, for Thou hast found a ransom 1 The Lord hear 
us for the sake of Jesus Christ, who died, the just for the 
unjust, to bring us to Ck>d. Amen." 

The dying man sank back exhausted, and after reading 
a few verses from the Bible, Mabel left him. On her 
next visit, the same eager despair rose before her ; vainly 
she tried to calm his sin-awakened soul, that he might be 
able to understand the things belonging to his peace ; his 
agony of feeling appeared too convulsive for him to be 
able to look steadily at any object before him. It seemed 
a fulfilment of that awfiil verse, " Fear, and the pit, and 
the snare are upon thee, O inhabitants of the earth." As 
he grew weaker he grew quieter, but whether the light 
of life ever dawned on his soul, the last day alone can 
make known. Well might the Apostle ask, '' How shall 
we escape if we neglect so great salvation? " 

A littb>further on lay a very different scene. Mabel 
went to visit a dying woman, the grandmother at a &rm. 
More than ninety years of age, most of her faculties were 
gone, sight entirely lost, and she lay helpless in her bed. 
At the top of the stairs Mabel heard her low sweet voice 
sayings " Saviour I Bless Him I died for me I glory be to 
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God most Higli, and on earth peace, good will to men I " 
Night and day, shut in £rom almost all contact with the 
outer world, the dying saint cheered her spirit with what- 
ever she could remember of holy words — ^her songs in 
the house of her pilgrimage. She never asked day or 
night for any earthly thing, only held converse with the 
heaven to which she was so near. No one could tell the 
comfort, her married daughter said, when they woke in 
the night, to hear such heavenly sounds in the darkness 
beside them I Mabel sat down by her bed, and repeated 
slowly and distinctly, " The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall 
not want." 

" Ho be I He be my Shepherd I Oh, how true I I 
don't know a want I " And turned her sightless &ce, 
expecting to hear again. 

" He maketh me to lie down in green pastures." 

" Heavenly places I oh, my Saviour I blessed be God I " 

" He leadeth me beside the still waters." 

" He gives me water, living water I I shall thirst no 
more I " 

" Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shad- 
ow of death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me." 

" Night and day I He never leaves me nor will for- 
sake me I Oh, how He comforts me I " 

So, as Mabel uttered the holy words, the saint, almost 
in heaven, broke forth in her glad paraphrase. Mabel 
stooped and kissed her brow, so furrowed and so white I 
She felt the kiss, and said, '* Bless you, my angel, though 
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I don't know, for I can't see who 70a be 1 I onlj can 
see Him whom the darkness hideth not, and who tometh 
the shadow of death mto the morning." 
This JLPPBOPBIATION is the secret of dying 1 



CHAPTER XXII. 

EVERY feeling of their patriarchal mother's had now 
become as a sacred legacy to her children. Her 
sayings were chronicled in memory, and quoted with, 
"Our mother used to say;" and every household con- 
trivance of hers had more charm for them than any novelty 
art could produce. People looked for changes ; expected 
that, now the elder generation had passed away, the 
family would take an onward step with the advance of 
the age, adopting a more modem style; but no such 
changes came. Margery had taught her children to 
labor, working with their own hands, that they might have 
to give to him that needeth. To Elsie the household 
broom and brush, the washing-tub and ironing-board were 
all familiar as the needle. " The open door stood £ree to 
all, for it recked not of a foe ; " bell or knocker there was 
none, and freely entering, you as freely saw all that was 
going on within. Yet when Elsie was dressed in her 
afternoon gown of pale pink or blue print, and her cap — 
it might be of bright yellow flowers, notwithstanding 
Stephen's objection to yellow — perhaps it happened to be 
the only one the travelling merchant brought to the door 
12 r966) 
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— ^when she sat down beside you, with needle or knittings 
pin, or without either, for she was not wedded to manual 
emploTment, 70U found that you had beside you a heart 
80 comprehensive, that you could confide to it the anx- 
ieties of a lifetime; a judgment so mature, that having 
asked Elsie's opinion you hardly wanted another ; and a 
sympathy so responsive that, let your difficulty or trouble 
be what it might, you were sure of solace from the brief- 
pointed words of Elsie's lips. The friend of a lifetime, 
never failing in affection, judgment, or sympathy — such 
was Elae ; and the same might be said of the brothers 
of her home. Rich — ^because they had to give to them 
that needed ; for he who can freely give is rich, whatever \ 

be his worldly store ; and he who cannot freely give is 
poor, whatever be the aspect of his outward life. Mar- 
gery's children earned by a diligent hand every gift they 
bestowed ; their substance was increased by the bless- 
ing of Gtod, and never wasted by the fashion of this 
world. Elsie would say, " "Where fashion reigns, woe to 
work I " They thought the worn and soiled garments of 
labor no dishonor. Philip would say in his mirth, " It 
always seems to me, it must be a deal harder to speak up 
to tho mark out of fine clothes than out of common 
ones 11" If they could clothe the naked, it was because 
they could wear the plainest working raiment themselveS| 
and wait for a new suit for years. If they could feed the 
hungry, and give to him that asked of Ihem, it was 
because they thought it sufficient to follow the simplest 
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habits of life; proving the Truth — that "before He nor is 
Humility." They stretched not themselves beyond the 
rule of their station ; more or less wealth made no per- 
sonal change in them; therefore they were able to stand 
as the children of the Highest — good and kind to the just 
and the unjust. 

" I should think you will soon venture on a new fen- 
der?''said an acquaintance, seated by the farm-kitdien 
fire. " If I gave a guess, I should say that this was half 
the steel rim of a waggon-wheel I " 

Stephen smiled as he answered, " Well, certainly, you 
could not guess nearer the truth I It was so long ago, 
as when I was a boy, that our mother wanted a fender, 
and saw that half nm of the waggon-wheel lying in the 
farmyard. She could see in a moment the use of any* 
thing, let it be what it would. So she said, ' Bring that' 
half steel rim in, it will make a fender quite good enough 
for me 1 ' and so it has been there ever since, kept bright 
as you see, and there it- is likely to be, for I think we 
may well put up with what did for our mother I " 

"Yes," added Matthew, displeased with the visitor's 
interference, "you may change, and likely enough for 
the worse I That half rim of steel from the waggon- 
wheel does all that is wanted and no more, winch, I sup- 
pose, can't be said of all the fine things in use now. 
Here we come in with wet boots from the land, and they 
dry in no time, because there's nothing standkig up be- 
tween them and the fire 1 " 
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So the half steel rim of the waggon- wheel b the family 
fender to this daj. 

All kept its neat order within and around. On the 
&nn no neglect met the eje to bear its sad witness of the 
hand that was gone ; jou onlj read the homVs bereaye- 
ment in tho deeper feeling, that ever after shadowed each 
thoughtful brow. The one exception to the neatness still 
kept was in the waggons and carts of the ferm ; thej in 
time looked neglected and shabby, with their paint worn 
away, not worthy of the beautiful horses that drew thenu 
As Mabel one day stood watching the fine team, return- 
ing with the empty waggon from the town, she said, 
"Why do you leave every waggon and cart looking 
shabby, for want of fresh paint? it did not use to be so." 

The tears started to Stephen's eyes as he answered, 
"That's a thing that ought to be attended to, it is true ; 
but we have never known how to take it in hand, because 
we cannot punt on again the name of our motb£b I " 

But as the tiibe wore (m, Elsie sometimes found her 
single strength overdone, especially in the household work 
of the spring, when the dury and poultry required more 
care; so her brothers said it was quite time to think of 
what could be done to lighten her labor, and Elsie said 
that one thing would tend greatly to that ; if they would 
paper the parlor and both the guest-chambers, and so 
save the whitewashing of their walls every yeiBr. Ste- 
phen decided at once that it was the thing to be done, 
and chose the papers the tt)zt time th4t he went to the 
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XDArket-town. So the parlor was hung with birds of 
paradise perched upon trellis-work, and the ceiling pa* 
pered with blue, for Stephen said, "he neyer thought a 
room papered unless the ceiling were done with imitation 
of the skjj- Smaller birds of paradise, on lighter trellis- 
work, coyered the white walls of each guest-chamber; 
and for Mabel's own Uttle sitting-room, which lay between 
the guest-chambers, Stephen chose a satin paper of white 
ground, strewn with moss-rose buds, and its ceiling wa6 
also pi^ered with watered sky-blue. The rooms looked 
exceedingly well ; and Mabel persuaded Philip to hang 
all the representations of the royal yoimg family, a littlft 
lower down on the walls; and Elsie carried off the por- 
traits of the Jewish patriarchs to the chambers aboye. 

This made a relief in household work for a time ; but 
one spring the two &rm laborers, who always white- 
washed the large kitchen, left streaks on the walls, and it 
must be whitewashed again. But Elsie said to her 
brothers, "You will be yery much to blame if you do 
not paper the waUs of this room right away." But what 
description of paper, they asked, could it be ? Elsie 
answered, "I cannot haye you bringing home any of 
those delicate colors. I can neyer bring my mind up 
to the care of them here, nor would they be suitable to 
an old Boman fireplace hk? this. You go and bring 
home »^nice dim color, that will wear and look well I " 

Stephen said, " His mind was that no paper could be 
. suitable to a farm-kitchen, unless it were coyered with 
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represeosations of the creatures that ran about the &nn« 
jard.'' So Philip and Matthew went to fbMl their in- 
stmctions. In rain the town upholsterer inquired of his 
brother upholsterers, no such paper could be found. But 
Matthew said, "It was his brothers mind to have it, 
therefore he supposed it was the upholsterer's business to 
try for it" The upholsterer acknowledged it was ; he 
sent to London, London sent to Paris, and finally a splen- 
did pattern came down, quite to Stephen's mind, but not 
to Elsie's, for the fine cock crowing on straw was drawn 
on a white satin ground. So the specimen was pasted 
oyer the back kitchen door, and a second attempt made 
for something less delicate. A paper was at length found 
covered with strips of land, and blue sky in between, the 
land coyered with churches, houses, men, women, and 
cattle. It was also all of one sober shade, a quiet drab, 
except the blue sky. , Elsie agreed that this would do, 
and the cheerful kitchen grew darker and rather quaint 
under the change ; but streaks in the whitewash would 
be saved evermore. 

One purchase more, Elsie said, and the house would 
again be set up to go on as before. A new tent bedstead 
was wanted for the south-western chamber. 

*^ Had Elsie not better go herself" Stephen asked, " to 
choose such a critical thing ? " 

'' No," Elsie replied, '^ no occasion for that Any sim- 
ple tent bedstead, one as good as another." 

Stephen went to the upholsterer, a man whom he much 
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respected. All who worked for the &rm seemed to meet 
its fair dealing with integrity on their part. Stephen 
asked for a tent bedstead. Then the poor tradesman* 
told Stephen what a trouble had be&Uen him. Some 
one of the resident gentry had ordered a bedstead of best 
mahogany, and all things to match ; the greatest care had 
been taken in meeting the order, but some &ult was 
found, and it was returned on his hands. *'I should like 
just to show it to you, sir ! " Stephen went in his sym- 
pathy to look, thought the bedstead a good one to wear, 
greatly felt for the tradesman's disappointment, and said, 
'^ I suppose I had better stand your friend, and take this 
one.'' So the mahogany bedstead came home to the 
farm, Stephen saying, " The money was more to the poor 
man than just now to us, so I took it off his hands.'' 
Unlike all the other simple beds of the farm, its weight 
and heavy drapery darkened the chamber ; but it left a 
neighbor's heart lighter, and that was the chief concern 
there. 

Amongst the fields of the farm, and only hid from its 
windows by one of its beautiful woods, there stood a 
thatched cottage, in which lived a hard-natured man. Ho 
had toiled all his days to earn and save what he could * 
slow in movement, slow in speed, and without any expres- 
sion on his uninviting face, he seemed little more than a 
moving form ; yet he managed io gather together more 
money than his neighbors, he had bought cottages, and 
passed for a rich man amongst the poor Mabel some- 
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times attempted a discoone with him, but she could get 
little from him beyond "no," or "yes;" his wife was a 
pleasant woman, cheerful and active, and their cottage 
very pretty with its flowers without and its comfort within. 
Certain payments fell to the old man as holding property 
in the place, and Matthew being at the time road surveyor 
called on him with the rate. At a demand for monej, 
the apathy of the old man kindled into anger. Matthew 
made call after call, getting only the language of un- 
goyemed resentment By patient perseverance the rate 
was at length obtained each time it became due, without 
a' legal summons, the old man knowing the claim to be 
just ; but Matthew felt hurt at the wrong, and Stephen 
indignant at the treatment received by his brother. In 
the next cottage to the old man's, a poor woman lay 
dyings and Mabel used sometimes to ride over from her 
home on her donkey, attended only by her dog, to the 
poor woman's cottage. They were sad visits to her, the 
bitter tears that fell, and the still more bitter lament 
made in anguish of heart, " No man has cared for my 
soul I " 

On one of these visits she saw the old man next door, 
seated in his arm-chair supported by pillows, paralysed 
and helpless. A mournful object amidst all the verdure 
around him, as he sat just within the threshold of his cot« 
tage, the air blowing on him, and the bright flowers of 
his garden blooming before him. Mabel looped her don- 
key to the pales and went in, but the spark of mental in- 
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telligence seemed goue. After her iisits she rode on. to 
the early dinner at the farm. Seated with the family 
there, she said how shocked she had heen to see the state 
of the old man. '' Yes," Stephen answered, '' and the 
treasure he had laid up here moth and rust have destroyed; 
he has not enough left to support him." 

^* What will he do then 7 " asked Mabel 

''Oh, he will not want," replied Stephen; ''there are 
those that have enough and to spare." 

''Are you then rendering good for evil?" asked 
MabeL 

"No, it's Matthew," Stephen said, "who has takto 
the care of the poor old man ; it was Matthew he so re^ 
viled, and therefore Matthew said that care ought to bo 
hisi" 

" That is fulfilling the law of Christ ! " Mabel answered 
with a heart rejoicing in the beaUty of such Christian 
love. 

But Matthew, as he passed his hand across his eyes 
answered, " I thought that was no more than what ought 
to be." 

From that day, through ten long helpless years, the old 
man was nourished from the farm, and Stephen would sit 
beside him, read to him, and kneeling pray for him, until 
slowly, after years of stupor, light dawned on his soul, his 
tears flowed in contrition, his blessings were^poured on the 
grey-headed sons of the &rm, and his spirit seemed feebly 
yet belieyingly to grasp the hope set before it in the gos* 

12* 
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pd ; in the calmness of repentance he continuallj poored 
forth his prajer ; the apathj of his nature was gone ; and 
few who knew him could doubt that the constant instnio 
tions and supplications of Stephen, won both the old man 
and his wife to their Saviour. 

The busmess of this world Stephen thought no reason 
for neglecting the souls of his neighbors. He would 
sajy with his countenance all beaming in heayenlj expres- 
sion, '' When I open the Bible I find the best men there 
the busiest f What are we to saj of Moses, who ordered 
all for a nation, and in such an unsettled condition as 
Israel was in the wilderness ? Daniel too, only just look 
at him, and David ; yet see how Gk>d was honored by 
them 1 so if I think at any time that I am hard pressed by 
the world, I have only to look there, and what then can I 
say 1" That parish pastor's lost blessing, his lost crown 
of rejoicing — ^where must it eternally rest? surely on the 
head of Stephen, in starry brightness for everl The 
words of the Judge are already uttered, *' Take therefore 
the talent from him, and give it unto him that hath ten 
talents, for unto him that hath shall be given, and he 
shall have abundantly ; but from him that hath not shall 
be taken away, even that that he seemeth to have." 

Yet none more deeply felt than Stephen the sense of 
transgressions; notwithstanding his cheerful aspect in 
social life, he cbuld often say in his brokenness of hearty 
" tears have been my meat day and night" One even- 
ing Elsie and the fium brothers were expected to spend 
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the eyening at the home of the Rector of the Eastern hill, 
and Mabel was happy looking out for her friends. Thej 
came, and surely the welcome had good reason to be 
warm that awaited them. Stephen looked unlike any 
one else in the world, his universal blue relieved by the 
broad snowy frills plaited by Elsie, that folded over his 
breast, and his long silver hair above a &ce on which the 
cares of this world, and the radiance .of the next had both 
set their impress ; it was earth that had furrowed it so 
deeply, it was heaven shed the light that illumined it 
But this evening he looked grave and absent. It was 
not his wont to wear that aspect with friends, still less in 
the home then receiving him ; but nothing that evening 
could rally his spirits, not even the old Psalm tunes that 
he loved, though he had oflen said he would walk miles 
any day to hear them on the piano, for he thought that 
one instrument far excelled all their melody, though of 
flutes, serpent, bassoon, French horns, violin, and flagelot. 
Spirits jthey had attuned to the melodies of their home— 
a pathos of deepest reverence in their piety, a purity of 
most harmonious cheerfulness in all their gentle mirth. 
- This evening Stephen listened and praised, but it was as 
one who repeats words that he knows have been true 
in the past, and so may be safely used in the present ; 
he did not seem really to enter into anything then before 
him. 

Afler a few weeks Mabel was again at the &rm ; she 
no longer shaied Elsie's care of the poultry and dairy. 
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Other and deeper interests awaited her now. Philip and 
Matthew went out as usual the first thing after breakfast, 
but Stephen spent the hour from seven until eight in con- 
verse or reading with Mabel, who sat in Margery's arm- 
chair, and made garments for the poor, as Stephen's great- 
grandmother had done in the days of his childhood. It 
was too early for any callers on business, and Stephen 
took the lead in the heavenly converse. Mabel, who 
once had wondered at his silence, was always herself the 
learner now. It was then that Stephen poured forth un- 
fettered the spiritual riches of his soul. Sometimes melted 
to tears as he dwelt, with all his natural eloquence, on the 
love manifested in the life and the death of the Son of the 
Blessed ; sometimes wrapt into sacred joy, which awed 
Mabel as she listened. His words, had they been written, 
might have kindled other hearts; but no record could have 
given the man — ^the eye, the tone, the bearing, that to 
simplest words gave a force inexpressible. Mabel, who 
once had wondered at his silence, now wondered still more 
how it was that he drew so abundantly of the river of 
God's pleasures. And she always observed that the 
morning hour stood alone ; when he came in again the 
dust of earth had dimmed the reflector's vivid power; 
cheerful, responsive, and ready in all social and hallowed 
converse, yet not again, as in that early hour, lost in the 
glory of the Lord. 

Qa this visit Mabel took her work as usual after break- 
&8t. Stephen was sUent for a while, then referre4 to tl^e 
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eyening he had spent in her home, said " he could not 
enjoy it, he had done a wrong thing on that daj, and 
there was that in the shadow of a sin which the light 
couldn't shine through ; it did not signify what any might 
say, but until you could see the putting away of the sin 
by the blood of the cross, there could be no peace in the 
conscience that the Holy Spirit had quickened." 

'' The occasion had met him suddenly, as he supposed 
many could say. A most insulting message had been 
sent him, his hasty spirit had risen, and he had sent back 
a message of defiance ; the message had been sent as an 
insult, and he had sent back anger. But, oh I " he said, 
'' how soon he felt darkened, and how often it had weighed 
him down since I Well," he said, <' might the blessed 
Saviour say, ' Ye know not what manner of spirit ye are 
of I ' You might get clear of most things, but to draw 
the foot clean out of self was the hardest trial of all I and 
we might well often sit down and consider what it was 
that our Lord said to Peter, ' When thou art converted J ' 
why Peter had long been a disciple, and had felt and 
said great things, yet there was a fall waiting for him. 
Perhaps we, like poor Peter, may have thought great 
things of ourselves, while yet our Saviour may be saying 
to us, 'When thou art converted 1 * " As Stephen talked, 
his face again lighted up, and the shadow of the sin of 
words hastily uttered, passed away from a heart always 
repentant and always forgiven. 

And now the time had come for Nathaniers goileless 
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spirit to retam to its God. To him who had lived as a 
Christian, it was gain to die. His treasure and his heart 
had long been in heaven ; and though he had not yet 
reached man's threescore years and ten, yet he was one 
for whom there seemed a peculiar truth in the beautiful 
lines,— 

"The less of this cold world, the more of heaven ; 
The briefer life, the earlier immortality." 

The sin and ignorance around him, and the yielding up 
his school, his life's chief effort for the good of others and 
the glory of his God, had clouded him with sadness. He 
spoke trustfully rather than brightly, and looked earnest 
and thoughtful. Like his mother, he entered on no 
wordly business, only once he said to Stephen, " Brother, 
you will see some day that I was not fit to live I " Ste- 
phen looked at him, and he replied, "You will know 
what I mean some day, and then you will find my words 
come true." Stephen remembered the words, but feared 
them not. It was remarkable that while Nathaniers life 
had been so guileless, he had yet always distinguished, 
with an exactness but seldom expressed, between the 
natural benevolence of character and the graces of the 
divine Spirit. "But that is only nature 1 " was an ob- 
servation so often on his lips, that it became a household 
saying. He met his death in humble thoughtful silence ; 
but as all stood around him a beam of bright yet softest 
light fell on his brow, passed slowly across the dying face, 
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lingered on the lips, and then was gone ; and his ransomed 
spirit had departed with it. Stephen thought upon young 
Edward's favorite text, *^ Them that sleq> in Jesus, shall 
God bring with him. 

Stephen and Philip were left his executors, and when 
at length they opened the miller's books, they found that 
he, who from the extent of his business might hare lived 
and died a rich man, had only left a quiet maintenance to 
his widow and child. Page after page registered the 
unpaid debts of the poor. Where ignorance of divine 
truth prevails, there it will be found that ungodliness, 
and want, and debt abound. Nathaniel often said, '' Poor 
Bouls, they have none to teach them better ! " and as one 
pound was added to another in his books against them, 
still he could not refuse them flour when they came for a 
sack. "Bread is the very staff of life," he would say, 
" and we cannot tell exactly how the case may be with 
them I " When Stephen saw this he said, " Now I know 
what my poor brother meant when he said, ' I am not fit 
to live I ' and sure enough it is not the truest kindness to 
let the poor heap up debt ; but his nature was such he 
could not deny any the thing that they wanted if he had 
it to give. And he *s gone where all will deal well with 
him now." Yet to nis widow and child ho left a main- 
tenance, and the Blessing of the Gk>d of the Poor. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

^(TTTHERE is Master Philip ? The pit has Men in on 
Y Y poor Robin Butt, and he does nothing but call for 
Master Philip to come I I am going for the doctor, bnt 
please to say if Master Philip will run across, they will 
almost be there hj that time at the cottage." 

" Could you go too, Elsie ? I seem to dread it alone.*' 
" Oh yes, I can go ; but don't you wait for me, Til be 
after with a few comforts as quick as I can." 

Now Robin Rutt was a man of whom no one held a 
very high opinion. He had no love for work, and no 
skill when put to it, so that he seldom got beyond break- 
ing stones on the road. Slothftilness was a crime in the 
8tatute«book of the farm ; Margery would say, " Never 
was there a truer word written than ' He that is slothful 
in his work, is brother to him that is a great waster.' 
And to waste the least one of the good gifts of God, is 
nothing less than an insult to the merciful Giver. Don't 
suppose that because you shut your eyes, therefore the 
God above does not see I So sure as the least thing is 
wasted, there is some poor creature lifting up a cry, that 

your waste would have satisfied. And the God above 

(280. 
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hears it too I " Therefore, as Robin was reckoned sloth- 
ful amongst men, he was no favorite at the farm ; and the 
poor man knew it well. But he also knew that tender- 
hearted Charity dwelt there, and like many more he be- 
lieved there was no hand like Master Philip's for gentle- 
ness and skill, so as they carried him home he stiU called 
for him. His quiet industrious wife had not heard the 
tidings, until she saw the men bearing him home on a 
shutter; but in the distance behind him, crossing the 
field as fast as the mud would allow, came Philip and 
Elsie, and it kept up the faint heart of the poor woman 
when she saw " such dear comfort was near I " Philip 
knew, as well as a carpenter, how to take down and put 
up a bedstead, so with the help of the men who had 
brought Eobin home this was done in no time, that the 
poor man might not be laid in the cold chamber above. 
Elsie had brought a couple of her own whitest linen 
sheets; she made up the bed, and the doctor arrived, 
having been met on the road. He laid poor Robin Rutt 
on his bed, who looked up in such patience and paleness, 
thanking all around him, until Elsie wiped away her 
tears, to see him whom they had never thought highly of, 
suffer so meekly I When it came to the necessity of re- 
moving the hard leather boot from off Ihe crushed limb, 
Robin said, ^'I beg pardon, but I couldn't stand any hand 
but Master Philip's for that I I know it must be a bad 
job any way, and I can best take it from him I " 

""Well, Robin, I am sure I don't know," said Philip, as 
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he kneelad ready to assist hj the bed, but skill and ten* 
demess triumphed ; he who had helped to tend every 
injmy to the cattle on the farm, and handled each one so 
that the creature often turned a mild eye of thankfulness 
on him, was no stranger to wounds and bruises ; and heard 
the blessing of the poor man, as the crushed limb was 
released. The kind-hearted doctor was affected at seeing 
the farmer's skill preferred to his own, and he made every 
attempt to secure his rightful pre^minency — by tenderest 
handling, and dressing with that best healing ointment — 
of kind assuring words. Elsie had wrapped a bottle of 
her home-made wine in her white linen sheets, and from 
time to time she gave the poor man a spoonful. At last 
all was done, and the doctor ordered quiet. Robvp Rutt 
looked his thankfulness, as his eyes followed Phihp and 
Elsie to the door. Philip would step across on a morning, 
and Elsie at even-tide, to see how Robin might be. In a 
few days all danger was over, and the poor man lay on 
his bed full of thankfulness. Then Stephen said, " Now, 
if ever, is the time to do him good for the future ,* I don't 
see but what we might teach him to read I " So a thin 
book of light weight was bought at the market-town, with 
letters and short words in large print on its pages. Robin 
Rutt learned much quicker than any one could have ex- 
pected. When he sat up again in his chair, Stephen gave 
him a large-print Bible, in which he soon made out a 
chapter, and each chapter he learned to read was read by 
him so often, that he knew it by heart ; and his fieice lighted 
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up with a brighter intelligence, and His words were so ex* 
pressive of thankfulness, that Stephen said, as many have 
said before, and as many more would say, could they but 
show the same mercy as these English yeomen — '' There 
is more in poor Bobin than ever we thought to find 
there I " 

Then Philip said, "Robin, I don't know, but I fancy if I 
made you crutches, you would soon step about on them." 

"Well, sir, 'tis likely, I think, if you took it in hand 1 " 

Now Philip had made a succession of wooden legs to 
suit the growth of a beautiful lamb that had only three ; 
it was- the finest lamb of the flock, and lived on the grass- 
plat, and drank milk from Elsie's hand, and was a favorite 
with. all at the farm. So Philip was skilful in such work, 
and now he made a pair of good crutches for Bobin, and 
he still cut and tried them, and then cut again, until, hope* 
ful of success, he carried them over to Robin. 

" Now, Robin, you must try, though I am but a clumsy 
tradesman, I fear !" $ 

Robin leaned his weight on them, then exclaimed, 
" There now, 'tis a fit ; just into my arm-pits I why, they 
don't feel like wood — ^'tis a sure thing they'll walk if I 
can hold to them 1 " 

Robin crossed hU cottage floor; and sat down again 
with a tear of gratitude brightening his eyes. In six 
weeks he reached the farm on his crutches, carrying his 
Bible tied up in a handkerchief, and said he should wish 
to read to all the masters together. And in six months 
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poor Robin was well, and a fiur more actiye and better 
man than ever before. So happy is he who has a, good 
Samaritan to pass hj his way I So blessed are thej who^ 
in Ufe's actire charity, consider the poor ! 

'* Would it be possible for yon to make a visit some 
evening to the fium ? " Mabel asked of a dergyman, who 
had Jately come to a parish, distant ten or twelye nules 
from her friends. 

'^ Yea^ I will gladly pay it a yisit^ and let yon know 
when I can fix a time." 

This clergyman had a most clear and impressive way 
of explaining and appljring Holy Scripture ; and as Mabel 
saw in that parish what it was to have a fieimine of the 
Word of God, in the ministry that ought to provide it, 
she longed, whenever it was possible, to supply through 
others that great necessity. The clergyman wrote to fix 
the day ; a little boy went from the fitrm to meet him on 
the way, and guide him through the many crossing lanes ; 
and Mabel set out from her home,»accompanied by a friend 
to whom the fium was greatly endeared. As she reached 
one cottage door after another, she stopped and said, '* If 
you like, you can come up to the forest farm this evening 
at six o'clock, to hear the Word of God read and ex- 
plained. You can tell one another, and let all come who 
wish." And so, inviting her friends by the way, she 
arrived at the farm. It was then but four o'clock, so she 
said, "I want you to put the horse into the gig, and 
drive me to fetch old neighbor Gay this evening to tea." 
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"Ohl" ezclaiined Stephen, "jou may well spare 
joursj^If that trouble, for yoa will neyer get the old lady 
to come." 

" I don't know about * nerer,' " replied Mabel, " for if 
I only get rid of that first letter 'n,' what good success 
may I not hope for then I " 

A cheerful hope was always the best argument with 
Stephen if he doubted success. Matthew said, ''As you 
please;" and so the horse was harnessed in; not one of 
the Wranglers, but a sober-minded old pony who had for- 
gotten all frolics, and thought standing still the best play 
In the world. As all watched the departing gig from the 
windows, Stephen shook his head, and smiled and said,. 
^ She will not succeed there, I can yenture to say I " 

Neighbor Gkty was a pleasant old woman, living on a 
comfortable little independence, quite alone in the world. 
Her small house was the most picturesque of old places, 
standing far back in as picturesque a garden. Neighbor 
Gkty lived in her "keepng-room," and showed Mabel the 
inside of her pretty bow-windowed parlor sometimes, and 
the vory pretty old prints that hung on its walls ; always 
pleased at Mabel's pleasure, whose delight in pictures 
was great All was old in the dwelling, all the flowers 
were old-&shioned, and the pathways were made of Httle 
round pebbles laid side by side in long rows. Neighbor 
Chiy, bent down with old age and feebleness, never now 
left her home ; she^sat in her arm-chair, with a round 
basket of work, and three books, always earned in the 
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same basket : the Bible, the Prayer-book, and Banyan's 
Pilgrim ; from all these she read at intervals, by the help 
of her yery large spectacles, and said she wanted no 
better company ; but Mabel was not quite happy about 
her. So this evening, when the distant clergyman was 
expected, she drove to the little gate, overhung with heavy 
drooping trellis of honeysuckle and hops; and walked 
along the garden pathway — ^where every round pebble 
was wedged in its place, to the door of the little house, 
which was open, and neighbor Gay seated near it, at 
work in her " keeping-room." 

"Bless you, my dear I why, I didn't know you were 
over." 

" I am only come for this one evening ; a very good 
man, a clergyman from ten or twelve miles away, is 
coming over to tea at the farm, so I drove up here first 
to take you back with me, because, you see, it is a great 
occasion, and you must be there." 

" My dear, I couldn't walk the worth of a tenth part 
of the way; I haven't been out I am sure I dont know 
when ! " 

" You are not to walk, no one ever thought of that ; 
Mr. Matthew Northwood is now atthe gate, and the steady 
old horse in the gig, waiting ready for me^to drive you 
down." 

" The gig, my dear I why folks would say I had lost all 
my senses, to see me go romancing like that." 

"But^ neighbor, this good clergyman will read the 
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Bible, and explain it ; and you know you have no teach* 
ing like that to lighten you here." 

" My dear, I wish well to the church, and only think 
it a pity that every one that stands up in it be not like to 
the good man you speak of; but I cannot go riding afler 
him, let-him be what he will." 

" "What, not this little way ? with me to. drive you -% 
so carefully, and Mr. Matthew Northwood to walk by the 
side?" 

" But, my dear, I don't want the good man ; here I sit 
with my books, and get light out of them." 

" Yes, neighbor, but don't you know that sometimes 
the candle wants snuffing ? and you have no one to do that 
for you here." 

" Yes, I have you I and every time you step in you 
leave me more cheery than before you did come." 

" Oh I but I am so afraid when you come to the valley 
of the shadow of death lest your light should not stand 
the darkness there, but go out, and you know not which 
way to turn 1 It may bum pretty well now, but if it 
'be not the true light it will go out then I and this good 
man wovld show you what the true light really is I " 

" "Would he, dear ? " said the old lady, moved at Ma- 
beFs earnestness ; " well then 'twere a sin not to go, if I 
could any way ; though how it will be ordered I am sure 
I can*t tell. Liddy, girl I say, come and get my best 
gown; here's the chief folk of the parish all a- waiting 
for me I " So with steps up to the gig, and Mabel from 
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above, and Matthew and Lidd j fix>m below, the old lady 
climbed in. 

"Who ever would have thought it?" she said, when 
safely started with Mabel, and Matthew leading the old 
horse to make assurance doubly sure. " Dear me, how 
beautiful the land do look ; and the air, how sweet and 
nice it is to be sure 1 " So, praising all things, and en- 
joying to the utmost this unexpected romancing, old 
neighbor Gay, driven by Mabel and led by Matthew, ar- 
rived at the farm. All the household came out to receive 
her, but Stephen smiled at Mabel, and said, "Now, I 
suppose it will always be eveb 1 " The kind and warm 
greetings kindled up the half-stagnant life of the old wo- 
man to the fullest sense of enjoyment, and the clergyman 
arriving they all sat down to tesr-^Mabel between neigh- 
bor Qay and Margaret — ^who had come down from the 
church farm to join the pleasant assembly. 

While they were seated at Elsie's cheerful table, Stephen 
looked up, and as his eye fell on the green slope leading 
down the valley, he said, " Look ! who are coming now ! " 

A company of people, all dressed in Sabbath garments, 
men and women, were descending the hill. 

" What is this ? " asked the clergyman. 

" Well, sir," replied Stephen, " I suppose you must ask 
Miss Mabel that question ; we know nothing about it I " 

" I only told the poor people," Mabel said, " that they 
might come and listen, when you read and explained th9 
Bible thief evening." 
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But now another company appeared in the distance. 

" Who are these ? " asked the clergyman, " that flock 
as doves to their windows ? I did not come with any ex* 
pectation of this ; and to read the Bible in your house 
to such a company of people would expose you to a 
penalty." 

Poor Mabel knew nothing of penalties; and at that 
formidable word she looked up anxiously at Stephen. 
The tears were in his eyes as he watched the poor people 
flocking up the green slope, and more of them still ap- 
pearing on the opposite hill, and he at once replied to the 
clergyman, " Well, sir, as to the law, I can truly say we 
knew nothing of their coming; but you see they be 
hungry and thirsty, and none to supply them ; and seeing 
how it now stands, I can only say we shall not grudg.e 
the penalty, if you be willing to open the Bible before them." 

And now the great back kitchen had filled, and the 

poor villagers were crowding outside, to be ready to 

listen to the message of (>od's mercy, from one whose 

name they had never before heard in their retired homes. 

All had hastened at Mabel's call, one had told another ; 

the men had not stayed for their supper, nor the women 

to finish their day's work, but all had hasted and washed 

the day's toil from their hands, and put on their Sabbath 

garments and come. And now an arm-ehair was placed 

for old neighbor Gkty, and Mabel led her in ; then the 

poor men climbed on the back-kitchen boilers, and 

IhlODged round the windows, and those crowding outside 

IS • . 
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with village courtesy still let the women in, who filled the 
passage and sat two and two up the stairs to the chambers 
above, wherever they thought the voice of the good 
words could reach them. There was no space to give 
the clergyman chair or table, he stood pressed around by 
the throng. He read the thirty-second Psalm, dwelling 
chiefly on the verse, "Thou art my Hiding-place I " 
Breathless stillness hushed that village multitude, broken 
at last by low sobs ; a niece of the farm, in the bloom 
and freshness of her youth, had come on a short visit 
before taking her first place of service, as lady's-maid in 
one of Scotland's ancestral families. She had never be- 
fore heard such words; and overcome by feeling she 
pressed through the throng, to go out and weep alone. 
To her it was the call to her Saviour, and it came with a 
power more attractive than all the enticements of this 
world. "With those words of love and mercy written on 
her heart she went to her distant place of service, won 
the love of her young mistress as a friend no less than a 
servant ; then'died in the illness of a few days, soothed 
to the last by the tender tones of the mistress she loved ; 
laid in her coffin by the head of the baronial family she 
served, who in the absence of all her friends did this 
office of a kinsman for her ; walked by her sleeping re- 
mains, borne by the household servants at their own de- 
sire, and made her grave among the tombs of his family. 
She the most deeply impressed, and the first called from 
earth of all on that evening assembled. 
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Neighbor Gbj poured out a thanksgiving to think that 
the had been present on so blessed an erening I The 
poor stole in thoughtful silence away. In the cottages 
and in the fields you heard mention of the words spoken 
on that evening ; and months after, as Philip passed under 
the stable windows where the men were rublHng down 
the farm horses, at four o'clock in the morning, he heard 
them talking one to another about " that Hiding*plaoe ! " 
Yet, when in the church, the living voice breathes no 
spiritual inspiration, or when it gives an uncertain sound, 
and therefore few flock to hear it, and none at its call 
prepare for battle, the Liturgy of that Church still bears 
in its words the power of the soul-quickening trutL The 
hallowed Liturgy flows on like a sacred stream, from 
generation to generation, and those who observe the way 
by which God leads the most humble and lowly-hearted 
of the poor, wiU often And how they have drunk of its 
still waters and fed in its green pastures ;•— its supplica- 
tions, adoration, and thanksgiving, it psalms, lessons, 

. epistle, and gospel, combining an amount of Scripture 
truth, which, applied by the Holy Spirit, has, without any 
other teaching, trained many a meek spirit for the king- 
dom of Heaven. A poor woman, who had still worship- 
ped only in the neglected church of her parish, lay dyings 

^ a^d MabeLwent to see her. She could not read ; she felt 
tier own knowledge was small, her power to ezpresa it 
less^ but still she had Hope. She listened with patient 
thankfulness to all that was said to her. She was stiO, as 
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to her yean, in the midst of her dajs, and 
jonng familj, yet satisfied that Gbd's will should be done: 
and when death drew near, and all that was then present 
faded from her ejea^ and all that had but lately been said 
to her filled also perhaps^ firom her weakened memory, 
her spirit tamed again to the only teaching it had known 
before in life, and with her remaining strength she uttered 
the &miliar prayer of the Litany, '* By Thine Agony 
and bloody Sweat, by Thy Cross and Pasaon, by Thy 
precions Death and Burial, Good Lord deliyer m ! " She 
did not speak again, but with that last and life-long sup- 
phcation, breathed her meek beliemg spirit into the 
bosom of her risen and ascended Lord. 






OHAPTEE XXIV. 

i( TTAVE you heard qf Matthew's visits to Ziondon? ** 

I K Stephen asked of Mabel when she was again at 

the fkrm, after an absence of some months from her home. 

"No ; has he really been there ?" 

" Yea^ but he cannot say mnch in praise of the treats 

meht he met withl " 

" I am sorry for that Tell me what happened." 

"Well, you see, the &me of our horse winning the 

prise against all England, as you may say, got talked 

about there, and one of the great horse^ealers thought, 1 

suppose, that if there be such wonderful horses down here, 

he must have one up there. Matthew had not one at that 

time of the highest value, but still he must have one ; so 

Matthew said he was welcome so to do if he pleased, and 

named his price, which the man appeared satisfied with, 

and Matthew was to take the horse up to London, and 

receive the money there. So Matthew took our man, and 

they went up with the horse. The dealer seemed very 

well satisfied, but said he must fix a later day for the pay* 

ment; so Matthew found he could not get his money, and 

ca^ie home. Well, he went up again, and our man with 

(293) 
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him, for his money; but the dealer said the horse 
still in his stables, and he could not as yet make good the 
^ payment Matthew told him, that he did not consider 
what expense and trouble he was putting him to, contrary 
to the agreement; but it was of no use; so he and his 
servant came home again. Welly I said, they may not 
love honesty in London, but I cannot hare you put off 
like this! You shall wait the set time, then go xxp again, 
and if you cannot get honest dealing, have no dispute with 
the man, but just step to the Temple, where Mr. Samuel 
now lodges, and name the particulars to him, and let them 
consider what they will say when they have heard a few 
words from him ; I can promise them he will not say a 
great many ! " 

Mr. Samuel was one of the Hector's family on the 
Eastern hilL Stephen often said of him, ''What he 
undertakes he will stand master o^ and he certainly will 
always be much thought of by us." Stephen continued 
his histarj, '' So, when the time came, Matthew went up 
again. The London dealer had grown insolent, and told 
him that he did not want his horse ; he might go and look 
at him, and take him home if he pleased, but no money 
would be paid for him there. Matthew went to the 
stables, found the horse had taken a disease then preva- 
lent, had been neglected, he thought; and looked almost 
worth nothing. This after illness he told the dealer could 
not alter the agreement But the man offered the horse 
and refused the payment So Matthew said no more^ but 
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found His way to the Temple, told Mr. Samuel the particu 
lars, who, when he had heard them, said, *I will come 
with you,' and so they went together. When Matthew 
came back again into the yard, he saw in a moment that 
he was thought quite another man now that he had Mr. 
Samuel with him. All the men turned an eye on Mr. 
Samuel as he passed, so they went into the office together. 
Then Mr. Samuel lays down Matthew's demand on the 
counter, and says, ' I request the payment of this debt for 
the gentleman with me.' The clerk was quite changed in 
behavior, and said, ' I will take it in, sir ; ' and Matthew 
saw pretty plainly they would now all be up to minding 
what they were after. Then one of the principals comes 
into the office in no time. He looks at Mr. Samuel, and 
says, 'There is a mistake in this business; the horse 
proves worthless ; he can be returned, but the money can- 
not be paid.' 

" But Mr. Samuel makes answer, * That cannot be ad- 
mitted, sir ; you know the agreement, and you also know 
tha£ you have given this gentleman a great deal of vexa- 
tious trouble. I have known him all my life, and can 
trust his every word, and will stand by him to the end ; 
therefore, if you are prepared now, in my presence, to 
settle his just claim, all will be well ; if not, I shall know 
what course at once to pursue : there is my card.' So 
the principal takes up the card, but he never speaks a word, 
only he steps back again where he came from, and in two 
minutes there comes back a clerk with a cheque for the 
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whole sum of money I So Mr. Samuel takes the cheque, 
and says to Matthew, ' Now we will go to the bank ; ' and 
when he gets there, he asks Matthew if he would like to 
have the money all in new gold to take home with him ? 
Matthew says he does not wish to be troublesome, but 
Mr. Samuel goes straight up and asks for it at once, and 
they shovel out their new gold, and he gives it to 
Matthew, who gets home here with all this new gold, 
which showed pretty clear what his success had then been ! 
and so that trouble was ended with Mr. Samuel to stand 
by him ; but it was no bad lesson for us country farmers 
not to trust to the word of those London dealers ; but if 
they want a thing, let them pay for it here, before it leaves 
the place, and let them fetch it away for themselves ; for 
if they have not a right principle, they are too much for 
us. And now the horse is their own, it is likely they 
will take better care of him." 

The Hector of Stephen's parish being absent on a Sim- 
day, engaged a clergyman to preach for him, who was 
reported to be, as Stephen said, "a very good man." 
Stephen looked forward to the Sunday, when, without 
offence to any, he might worship again, and all his house- 
hold with him, in his own familiar church, and hear the 
same gospel of glad tidings there, which was fresh life to 
him 'every Sunday at the little qhurch on the hill. Mabel 
entered into his hope, and rode over soon after the Sun- 
day had passed, to hear if that hope had met its fulfilment. 
When she asked of the Sunday, Stephen's face did not 
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brighten as it was wont to do at the very mention of that 
day, so she waited until more alone with him, and then 
said, "I am afraid you were disappointed on Sunday ! " 

'' I was surprised I " Stephen replied, '' and never more 
(SO in my life ; nor can I ever think highly of that preach- 
er again ; they may say what they will, my mind is made 
up!" 

It was evident that Stephen had been much displeased, 
and Mabel wondered what the offence could have been. 
It was not Stephen's wont to be hard on any good man * 
no one felt more strongly the slowness with which he had 
himself apprehended divine truth in its fulness ; he well 
knew how long the true light may shine dimly ; yet he 
had never seemed more hurt She asked what the 
preacher had said. '< Well, I should have been slow to 
believe it, if I had not been there ; he preached his ser* 
mon upon that one fault that is recorded of that blessed 
servant of God, Moses. I wondered that he was not 
ashamed to stand up and set out in more words than 
could have been thought possible, that one fault of that 
servant of God, that the Bible tells in so few words I I 
felt ashamed to sit there and hear him. Could he think 
that a good man had to stand up and preach all his ser- 
mon, as you may say, on the fault of a better man than 
himself I is that true religion? And of Moses, tool 
Did he never take notice, I wonder, that God speaks of 
Moses as He speaks of none other, for He hardly ever 
so much as mentions his name without sayings ' My ser- 

18* 



ftQ8 SVGLAVD'S txouxn: fbou lifx. 

yant' I think that most show prettj plain what thoughts 
we ought to dwell upon about him ; and that if bj anj 
means we might attain that great honor, that God should 
saj of us^ ' Mj servant' Ahd then onlj see how manj 
times that blessed man made intercession to God for that 
rebellious people, and prevailed: surelj we must saj 
there was no intercessor ever came so near to our Lord as 
he did, when he said, ' Blot mo out of Thj book,' for 
their sake I And did he never sit down for a few mo- 
ments and consider what a heavy displeasure God showed 
upon Aaron, the saint ot the Lord, and upon Miriam, 
when they took in hand to speak in dishonor of His ser- 
vant Moses ? And then to bring it on to the very end of 
the Bible, and to see that out of all the servants and 
saints of the Lord, there is only one chosen to that high- 
est honor, to be named with thb Lamb I for it says, 
' They sing the song of Moses, the servant of Gk>d, and 
the song of the Lamb : ' sure after so great an honor put 
upon him, we had need be very careful how we take in 
hand to make the most that we can of that one &ult of 
him, whom God called 'the meekest of men I'" As 
Stephen proceeded in this, his own eloquent apostrophe 
on Moses, the servant ol God, the shadow of the fiftult- 
magnifying sermon passed away from his expressive 
countenance, and as he ceased speaking, he looked bright 
in fellowship .of spirit with the saint of whom he 
spoke. But he never forgot the sermon; and it was 
evident that his best hope for the preacher was forgive* 



BNOLAND's yeohbk: fbom lifb. 299 

ness, and a low place at the feet of Moses in heaven. 
And ever after, when Mabel heard anj sermon that held 
the magnifying glass to the faults of the saints of the 
Bible, she thought of Stephen's deeper wisdom, and 
clearer vision of truth. 

In her intercourse with Stephen, she often wondered 
how it could be that in his busy life, he yet seemed to 
know every saint of revelation, as a most familiar friend. 
Whenever any passing allusion was made to them, he 
would, if alone with Mabel, take up the subject as he did 
with Moses, bringing out the peculiar position of each 
character, the distinct way in which the divine Spirit 
spoke of each, and points of interest and profit, which 
Mabel had never heard, dwelt on before ; so that when 
she thought of Stephen, she thought not of earthly char- 
acters as his most familiar associates, but of Moses and 
Elijah, of Daniel and Peter. 

Peter was the character he most frequently dwelt on ; 
it was evident, although he said it not, that he felt re« 
semblances in the history of that disciple, to some of the 
vividly impressed facts of his own spiritual life. 

'' It used to be what I could not understand, that Fe- 
ter should say, ' Depart from me, for I am a sinful man, 
O Lord.' But there came a time for me to see the mean- 
ing of that. Peter was overwhelmed with a sense of 
his own unworthiness, when the Lord showed him that 
great mercy in the miracle of fishes ; so that we may say 
of him, '* The goodness of Gk>d led him to repentance I 
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The blessed Savionr knew the sp'irit in which he made 
that mistaken prayer, ' Depart iroin, me, for I am a sin- 
fu] man, O Lord ; ' so He did not take him at his word. 
But when the wicked say mito God, ' Depart from us, 
for we desire not the knowledge of Thy ways,* He takes 
them at their word. But the poor trembling penitent He 
receives in His arms, and bids , him abide with Him for 
ever. We see that, instead of then departing firom Pe- 
ter, the Lord from that time never suffered Peter to de 
part from Him 1 Then to come to that part where Peter 
must needs walk on the waves ; he was very forward to 
go to his master, but he forgot his master's words, ' With 
out Me ye can do nothing I ' and so he found there must 
be something more than he had naturally in himself, 
there must be a divine hand stretched out to save and 
uphold him. And so we must be brought to see that || 

without the Holy Spirit, coming down into pur hearts, 
we can do nothing that is pleasing in the sight of our 
Saviour. 

'' I think there is one truth that we see pretty plain in 
St Peter, that no man living can stand praise ! Let him 
be who he may, praise will be too much for him here : if 
he has praise, he will want some humbling to follow after 
it. I often thank God who set me out of the reach of 
praise. Only to look at St Peter and there see what our 
poor human nature is, and how sure praise is to carry it 
wrong, because the heart is so fond of it ! St. Peter could 
not even be humble enough to bear the commendfition of 
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the LoBD I but the next thing we find is Peter rebuking 
his Master, and then the Lord was forced to say to him, 
'Get thee behind me, Satan, for thou savorest not the 
things that be of God, but those that be of men.' Peter 
had to be shown his own heart, before he knew how it 
was for this world more than for the next I 

''I have often wondered that, when our Lord told 
Peter to go to the sea, and that he should find a piece of 
money in the fish that first came up, Peter, being a fisher- 
man, should not express any surprise at such a thing ; 
but I see it is just as we are — taking all Gk>d's wonderful 
dealings for us as common mercies, without thinking like 
Jacob, * how unworthy we are of the least of them ! ' Oh ! 
how often I think of the words of that blessed man who 
preaches up there on the hill, when he said, *If we would 
only sit down for half an hour and coksideb the dealings 
of God for us, what different men we should rise up at 
the end of it ! ' Yet I do hope I shall neyer think any 
thing against that blessed disciple, whom I pray to meet 
in heaven ; but I do find the greatest instruction think- 
ing over all he went through. And then to see how 
plainly it was the pbateb of cub Savioub that carried 
St Peter through all ! and to see what that prayer was, — 
* I have prayed for thee, that thy faith fail not ; ' and 
so we see how that after His resurrection, the blessed 
Saviour brought St. Peter to nothing but the faith of a 
little child, not to hold any longer by what he knew, or 
by what he coulji do ; but to say, ' Lord, Thou Ipiowest 
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all things, Thou knowest that I love thee I ' And when 
we come to that simple &ith in Christ, without any trust 
in ourselves, then He will teach us, not before. And 
then to turn to St Peter's Epistles, and see the effect of 
Christ's prayer in them ; how St. Peter writes to them 
that have obtained < like pbeoious faith.' And so all 
along — in his tears, and his repentance, and his first ser- 
mon, and his sufferings, and his Epistles, and his death — 
we see nothing as we may say but the answer to that one 
short prayer of the blessed Saviour for him, ' I have prayed 
for thee, that tht faith fail kot.' So he was truly 
saved in the lobd, with an everlasting salvation. And 
what can we think to do for ourselves, but to come to 
that blessed Saviour, and ask Him to intercede for us as 
He did for St. Peter. If He offer up but one short 
prayer for us, that will be seen in its answer through all 
our Mure life I And does He not even say that He 
liveth to make intercession for them that come unto God 
by Him ? Let us ask Him, and sure He will not deny 
His own gracious word, upon which he has caused us to 
hope I" 

None could puzzle or baffle Stephen in the Word of his 
God. 

^ Safe in my heart, and closely hid, v 

Thy Word, my treasure, lies.** • 4 

Even in his retired home the cavils of the ungodly, 
and the oppositions of science — ^falsely so called — met 
him. A. question being talked of before him as to 
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whether the words or onlj the truths of the Bible were 
inspired, after quietlj listening, he replied — ''It is quite 
evident to me that they who raise such questions, don't 
yet know what depends on a word ! or they would not 
stand in doubt about that. I can tell pretty well what 
to think upon that, seeing it was a single word, and that 
th^ shortest word that could be, which turned me from 
darkness to light. Do they think that all their learned 
arguments could persuade me, that it was man chose that 
word *No,' in answer to the poor sinner's inquiry, 
' Will He plead against me with His great power ?' Man 
could never have asked the question, and much less given 
the answer, straight to the point, as it is done here ; he 
would have had a different way of laying out such great 
'things as they be. What they want is a little more ex* 
perimental knowledge of what iies in a word I and that 
would settle the question for them better than all their 
great learning can do. Or let them come on to the New 
Testament ; do they really suppose, that if a man had 
been left to choose how best to express the greatness of 
the love of God, that he would have done it all in a little 
word of two letters — that Httle word *so'? *Qod so 
loved the world.' I should think they read and hear 
enough of man's wisdom, to know it would not have been 
told in two letters if man had had the telling of that I " 

Stephen rarely lost an opportunity of bringing before 
those who called in on business, the supreme claim of 
eternal things over temporal And whatever their cavils 
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migbt be, he was ready wiUi bis answer. It was not 
alone his knowledge of the Bible, but his constant medi- 
tation upon it, which armed him at all points, as a veteran 
who might be assailed, but could not be surprised or 
oyerthrown. One instance will show his readiness. A 
trader having finished his business, Stephen spoke of the 
necessity of looking beyond the things that are seen and 
passing, to those that are unseen and eternal But the 
trader said he had enough to do in what lay before him ; 
if he minded that, he must trust for the distant. 

'' But does not the Bible He before you, as near as the 
mercy of God could put it? and is not your immortal soul 
as much with you as your body? Your excuse don't f 

hold good. You are choosing the less, and neglecting the 
greater, when both lie alike near and before you." 

" Oh, as for the Bible, I don't believe that God gave it" 

"Why not?" 

''Why, because the Old Testament finishes up with » 

the word ' cubse ! ' I will never believe a merciful Ood 
would have ended with a curse." 

'' Can you repeat the last verse in the Old Testament ? " 
Stephen asked. 

No, I cannot repeat it, but I know the last word is 
* curse,' and that is enough for me." 

" What, have you settled such a question, on which 
eternity depends^ and yet cannot tell the one sentence 
that you have made up your mind upon? I advise you 
to open the Bible once more, and you will see how great 
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a mistake 70U hare made; for it is not that God will 
curse^ but that He may not have to curse I " He shall 
tnm the heart of the Others to the children, and the 
heart of the children to their Others, lest I smite the 
earth with a curse.' Surely that is saving the earth from 
a curse, not bringing one upon it ? " 

'' Well, now, I only looked at the last word, and so I 
took it quite different" 

" Then, let me tell jou the words of a blessed man, that 
have been the greatest use to me, and I pray God thej 
may be to you. He said, " If we would only sit down 
one half-hour and oonsideb, what different men we should 
be when we rose up again I '- Now, you see, you had 
made a terrible mistake, and brought a false accusation 
against the Book — ^that certainly is the first and chiefest 
of all books, just because you did not consider what it 
really did say. And, surely, if there be but one Book in 
the world that can declare, ' Thus saith the Lord,* and 
that not once, but hundreds of times I one half-hour, if it 
were every day, is not much to consider its words, when 
they be the only ones that can tell of Eternity." 

One day, when conversing with Stephen, Mabel learned 
the secret of his knowledge of Holy Scripture, so remark- 
able in one whose business claims were incessant. He 
chanced to say playfully, speaking of early waking, "A 
cuckoo has called me all the spring-time. He perches 
on the tree at my window, and awakes me at the saice 
hour every morning." * 
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<<At what hour ? " Mahel asked. 

Stephen waited a moment, then said, ''At four o'dpck.* 

" Do you rise at four o'clock? " 

'' Yes^ I do ; it^ is the secret of my life through the 
day — the blessed hours of the morning I In the summer- 
time I never stay within, but get out before any are stir- 
ring to a little shed in the pastures ; that is my sanctn- 
ary I and there I have pretty nearly two hours alone 
with the Bible ; and so I have lived, as you may say, 
with the blessed saints of the Lord, and that has enabled 
me to try and endure the contradiction of sinners, as my 
Lord and Master has taught me by His blessed example. 
I sit there while the world is sleeping, and there's none 
to disturb, and there I have meat to eat that the world 
knows not of" 

Stephen nad thought that none knew of his little lonely 
sanctuary, where, amidst the solitude of nature, and the 
sweet breathing of the morning on the hills, he drank of 
the Living Waters, and thirsted no more. But Matthew, 
long after, told Mabel of it, not knowing that she knew ; 
Baying that, wondering why his brother always came to 
breakfast from the pastures, he had secretly watched, and 
seen his early visits there. And he told her, what Ste- 
phen never spoke of even to her — that at evening-times 
they had often wondered why he^left them an hour before 
he reached the church farm, and Matthew had watched, 
and seen him go evening by evening to a lonely pit in a 
distant field, that no pathway lay near, in the bottom <^ 
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wLlch lie kneeled, pouring forth his supplications to 
Heayen. Then Mabel wondered not that his face some- 
times shone like one beholding, as in a glass, the glory of 
the Lord, changed into the same imagCi even as bj the 
Spirit of the L 41 






CHAPTER XXV. 

THEBE came at length an autumn that compelled the 
Bector of the Eastern hill to leave the high bleak 
lanes and open fields of his country parish, for the safety 
of a warmer church, and the sheltered streets of London. 
Then the little gleaners cried beside their gathered wheat 
in the harvest-fields; the village mothers wept within 
their cottage doors, and poor men's eyes overflowed with 
tears; for truly all felt that he, who now must leave 
them, had been gentle amongst them, even as a nurse 
that cherisheth her children. He could not take leave of 
them, his own deep feelings forbade a farewell : with the 
hope of many an after visit, he left them to one, no less 
able than himself to teach them the things that belonged 
unto their peace. But around Mabel the poor people 
gathered, and still they asked, '' When shall we see you 
again ? " 

'* When the wild roses bloom ! " Mabel answered for 
the sake of some reply ; and so the winter passed away, 
and the spring deepened into summer; the villagers 
watched the hedgerows for the first wild rose : but deep 
anxiety was engaging Mabel's thoughts in the great city, 
and she had forgotten her words. 

(308) 
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The spring-tide had passed, and summer was come in- 
loud sang the cuckoo in the fields of the farm, but Mabel 
had not seen the Blackthorn or the May. The first 
spring-time had passed away, in which she had traced no 
violet to its lowly oe^ by the fragrance that it breathed ; 
— she had seen the little purple flowers of spring in the 
great city's streets, held up for sale by hands of pale and 
woe-worn children, who for pity's sake begged her to buy 
their scentless violets. Oh I how unlike the sweeter world 
that she had known before, where rosy village childhood 
hunted the mossy banks, and came to her with laden 
hands of fragrant Sowers, all given for love ! 

The spring was gone — ^and Mabel had heard the black- 
birds' and the thrushes' song, only from wicker-cages in 
the narrow streets, where some of the great city's worst 
inhabitants offered for sale the prisoned songsters of the 
woods, and where the field-lark was ever stretching vainly 
his caged wings for flight. June had come in, and on the 
farm the band of mowers had cut down the scented grass; 
but Mabel only saw the sunshine fall on endless streets^ 
where brick and mortar made a shadow, and the noisy 
life of men filled all the city's heavy air. 

She was sitting in the parlor of her city home — the 
window open to let in the air of June, but with the air 
came in the din of the great city, so strange a sound to 
unaccustomed ears ; so loud a din that you could not, with 
open windows, hear the voices in the room — but Mabel 
was alone. Then her brother entered, the friend of all 
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her life, her preceptor in all Hearenlj and earthly truth ; 
and sitting down hj her he said, '* I have seen the doctor, 
he says I cannot live ! And such a longing comes to me 
to leave this city air, and see our own dear people, that I 
thought perhaps you would, for my fake, go to the forest 
farm to-day, that I might follow you to-morrow there. 
I am afraid to go in illness, and take them unprepared.** 

It was easy to yenture anything for him — he who at 
any time would lay aside his cherished studies to attend 
her walka^ always saying, " When I am here, I do not 
like that you should walk alone," And he was still here, 
hut of this world no longer, for the sentence had been 
uttered, which, in a moment, snaps asunder the ties that 
bind to usages of earth ; — ^the moment that makes that 
awful transition in the position that we fill, from the sense 
of being a Hying, to that of being a dying man I 

In two hours more she was hastening to the haunts that 
all the records of her childhood, and her brother's, had 
made redolent of life and loye. And the great city which 
had, with its endless windings of its chain of streets, and 
its countless throngs of careworn faces, pressed on her 
spirit like a prison — ^whose limits she had neyer seen, waa 
left behind in the lengthening distance. It was eyening 
when she reached the £Eur-off country town, and a nine 
miles* drive still lay between her and the forest faruL 
On her way she passed through the villages most dear, 
crossed the Eastern hill, passed by its old church, and the 
homesteads of the poor. Some were already closed, the 
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little lattice curtained with its white window-blind, and 
rest and sleep within. Some doors were open still, and 
here and there an old familiar face looked out, at the un* 
usual sound of carriage wheels, but no one guessed who 
the lone trayeller was in the late evening twilight : and 
Mabel was too sad in that eveninp*s errand to venture on 
a single hurried greeting. In the hedges she saw the fes* 
toons of the wild rose, then remembered her promise, and 
wondered if other hearts had thought upon it also, and lit* 
tie knew how thej had questioned and watched for that fair 
token. And she thought upon the strange foreshadowing 
often given to the words ; her own vague promise, spoken 
in will rather than belief fulfilled, and with attendant cir* 
cumstances how unexpected ! 

She passed the loneher lanes, and now she saw the Farm 
upon the hill ; the evening hour was scarcely more than 
ten, and yet its white blinds were all drawn, and it was 
evident that night was resting there. She crossed the 
valley, climbed the steep hill slowly. Why did not the 
great watch-dog soimd alarm ? Gould it really be that, 
in the still of the night he had heard her voice upon the 
hill at the farm-gate directing the driver, and was the first 
of all in her own land to know her, and, fierce and resent- 
ful as he was at strange wheels even by day, had only 
welcome for the unknown carriage horse, and man who 
brought his fidend? Poor Gruff had died long before 
MabeVs birth ; he soon followed his master to the grave ; 
seeming to think it little worth his while to guard the 
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place when he returned not Another mastiff foDowed, 
and had hia day and history ; and now a huge and foreign 
dog, of long and shaggy hair, excelled all who went be- 
fore him in intelligence, and it must be allowed in fierce- 
ness also. He was never let loose because of his tremen* 
dous power, and therefor^iis instinct became concentrated 
on the iarmyards aromid him, and perfected itself for its 
place. As his masters sat within, they conld tell from 
the different tones of his sonorous bark what was passing 
without ; he had three distinct household alarms, apart 
from all the other modulations in which he occasionally 
proclaimed his presence and his power. One of these be- 
tokened a stranger's approach, another told without fail- 
ure if any animal had got into a wrong place, and the third 
if there were any quarrelling amongst the cattie. Fierce as 
Bell was, he won universal respect and admiration. A 
new man came to the fetrm who boasted that he could ap- 
proach any dog when he pleased, but Bell soon con- 
vinced him that he must make one exception. Every 
attempt at acquaintanceship failed ; at last, relying on the 
dog's sagacity, the man one day carried him his own din- 
ner, saying to his master, '' Hell know 'tis my dinner I 
have given up to him ! and 'tis worth the loss of it for one 
day to win his good-will I " Bell was supposed to under^ 
stand the sacrifice, as he became friendly from that time. 
Ho was a generous dog, and allowed the fowls to share 
his bowl of barley-meal and milk ; but the moment they 
began to quarrel about it^ which they often did, he laid 
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his huge paw on the back of the offender, and held it 
down, until the other got fairly away. The tones of 
Bell's bark, when any contention began amongst the £atrm 
animals, were interpreted by Stephen to be, ** I am set 
here to keep watch over these yards ; and I will not have 
any piece-of-work, either, one with another I if you do I 
shall interfere, I can tell you ; so let me hear no more of 
that." His friendship for Mabel was so trustful, that he 
would stop his terrible alarum, even at the arrival of 
strangers, at the call -of her voice ; and on this night he 
barked not at the wheels, horse, or man, though he knew 
all the farm except himself was asleep. 

At the garden-gate Mabel sent the carriage away, and 
then went to the door to waken its inmates ; but she had 
not calculated upon the difficulty of doing this where bell 
and knocker were not. After some ineffectual attempts, 
she waited, again to enjoy the exquisite beauty of the 
night. She had returned into an older and a dearer 
world, in which she stood alone. After the city's tumult, 
»the stillness of the earth — ^where every living thing seem- 
ed sleeping was something indescribable ; but while she 
listened to the voice of silence, a nightingale upon the hill 
woke up his carol to the stars, still pale in the blue sky 
above, and from the wood by Linstead's cottage another 
answered him ; all the air was fragrant with the night 
dew on the meadows, where the hay lay strewn in swaths 
or standing in small heaps, and Elsie's flowers were 
blooming in 'he garden; such perfumes Mabel thought 
14 
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she had never known the air laden with before ; she did 
not think how contrast quickens even the natural senses^ 
making perception keener. She felt glad to be alone in 
the fieurm-garden, in her childhood's land, with all its 
waking memories, that, like the answering voices of the 
nightingales, seemed to echo one another in blessing on 
every side, songs in the night around her. The sentence 
of death, uttered on that day for one dear to her as her 
own life, had brought her nearer to the unseen world. 
And she was standing now where death had taught her 
childhood its deep lessons, standing where she had parted 
with the sister of her heart ; with Margery also, her child- 
hood's friend ; and where around her in one large circle 
lay the scattered cottage homes, from which she had seen 
the poor of this world, rich in faith, departing to inherit 
the Kingdom prepared for them. Some of them lay 
sleeping in her sight, within the green churchyard above 
the valley of the farm. It was an hour of strange, sweet 
loneliness, amidst, a silent sleeping world around, and wake- 
ful heaven above her ; no voice but the nightingale's, no* 
eye except the &ithful watchdog's, and the stars in the 
blue sky still brightening as she looked at them. 

But night deepened, and she grew weary. She shook 
the door, but no one answered. "Elsie," she called, but 
Elsie did not hear her vdice. One sonorous alarm ^n. 
Bell, the wiitchdog, and some one would have looked 
from the lattice windows, but friendship kept him sLent ; 
he was apt to give many a proof that he considered all 
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must be right wHefn Mabel stood beside him« 'Within the 
length of Bell's chain she was safe from any depredators 
of the night ; but no robber by night or thief by day in- 
vaded that happy farm, so safe it lay beneath the eye of 
the Lord God of Israel, under whose wings it trusted. 
Even in that terrible time — when the evil spirit of in- 
cendiarism troubled the land, and night after nighty as 
Mabel looked from her high chamber windows across the 
horizon, she saw the yellow flames glowing fiercely in the 
sky, from burning stacks and farm-buildings — Stephen 
would have no watch kept on their faim ; '' No," he said, 
'' ' It is better to trust in the Lord than to put confidence 
in man ; ' we have always laid us down and slept in peace, 
none making us afraid, and we will not be mistrustful 
now I " Many a farmer, in those evil days, set up his 
stacks separately in distant fields ; but Margery's children 
still raised theirs where the faim stacks had always stood, 
close sheltering the western side of the buildings, and no 
evil came. Stephen had more earthly security than some, 
because he had never allowed a pipe on the fiurm. A 
pipe or a lucifer match being never seen there, one danger 
that many were liable to did not arise; if an evil spirit 
had tempted, there was no fire at hand ; and men are less 
liable to temptation when the brain is not drugged by 
smoking, or any form of intemperance. Margery's sons 
themselves never smoked. Benjamin, their father, liked 
his evening pipe with a friend, but he had too much re- 
finement ever to take it within doors; he built a dose 
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laurel arbor at the end of the grass-plat, and whenever 
he smoked alone, or with friends, it was always in that 
laurel arbor. 

Mabel now thought this laurel arbor would be her best 
shelter for the night, and it was the nearest to the house ; 
but it looked so dark and gloomy with its closely twisted 
boughs and small entrance that she rather chose to go on 
to her own seringa bower. As she was turning down the 
steps that led to it, the farm door opened, and Matthew 
looked out, but started back at sight of Mabel in the 
garden. None had seen her since she left for a home in 
London, and now to find her in the garden not an hour 
before midnight, no wonder if he thought it her angel ! 
Matthew had had a misgiving there was something to be 
seen to, had thought he heard a call, and had come down 
to look. Then the welcome of the home awoke, and 
Mabel's tired head was soon at rest upon its childhood's 
pillow, and the farm reposing again until the. dewy sun- 
rise. 

The next day brought her brother to the farm, and all 
was tenderly prepared for his welcome there. It seemed 
a mystery of heavenly love, that he whose childhood and 
whose youth had both been given to Gkxl, whose brilliant 
intellect had been a hallowed thing through life, whose 
heart was ready to pour forth its fulness to win the sin- 
ner to his Saviour, and build up the faithful in the holy 
Word, that he mi st pass from earth with every gift and 
grace to bless i^ while within the neaf Bectory dwelt 
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one, living on to adyancing age, who darkened the hal- 
lowed courts he trod. Yet, "Even so, Father, for so it 
seemeth good in Thy sight I " "We see only the personal 
preparation here, we see not the place for which each 
child of the covenant is preparing. Doubtless there is an 
appointed place for each heir of the Kingdom, and when 
the point is gained at which the divine work here is 
ready to pass into the divine work there, the caU is 
heard, *f Come up higher." " Delight thyself in the Lord, 
and He shall give thee thy heart's desire," was fulfilled 
unto him. One longing thought had guided all his child- 
hood and his youth — ^to preach the everlasting gospel 
of the grace of God,* that desire was .granted him. For 
a few months he preached with a power never to be for- 
gotten by those who heard ; and God vouchsafed to own 
and bless his youthful servant's word. To the village 
people of his childhood's home he preached his last ser- 
mon ; and then, having lifted his voice like a trumpet, 
passed from the Church militant to the Church trium- 
phant, " made a king and a priest unto God, through Him 
who had loved him, and washed him from his sins in His 
own blood. 

And so the farm still thought upon the children of the 
Eastern hill, as gathered with the youth of their own 
home in Paradise. And years after it was found that 
Stephen — ^who through life had never allowed anything 
to delay his home return upon the market-day, when the 
Hector's fiatmily were gone to Lond.n from tlie Eastern 
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hill, would often stay after bosiness on that daj to yisit 
the churchyard beyond the town, in which, £>r family 
reaaonsi had been made the grave of her who yielded her 
sweet life to Gk>d within the shelter of his home. He 
said, " When all the family were gone I thought there 
are none to yisit and watch that grave, so when the 
market business was done I often used to say, ' I shall be \ 

back at such a time, you have all ready for me then.' And 
I used to walk and look where they had laid her, for I 
thought there should be some one still to watch that spot I 
And I often wished that^ as it had pleased God that she 
should die amongst us here, that she had been buried 
here amongst us all as you may say, and I have often 
thought that I would have put up a palisading round the 
white tomb, and kept her grave a sacred place. For she 
can never be forgotten by any one of us — ^to see the 
sweetness that she showed in life, and the blessing Qod 
has made to follow from that hour, as you may say, in 
which we all received her here. I often sit and wonder, 
as I think on all the good and holy men, and all the 
blessed servants of God, from one place and another that 
He has sent to and fro to us, since the day she crossed 
the threshold of our home. When I think it over I often 
drop a tear, and say, * Surely Thy servant is not worthy 
of the least of all Thy mercies, and yet Thou hast shown 
me this great kindness to bring so many of Thy blessed 
servants to visit herel' Aud to see how all foUgwed 
from the day we took that sweet child to our home to 
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die I Often when I think on these things, and on them 
that are gone, I say that psalm — 

' Oh 1 render thanks to God above^ 
The fountain of eternal love' — 

and those lines of it that certainly will always make a 
prayer for me — 

' Extend to me that favor, Lord, 
Thou to Thy chosen dost afiford; 
When Thou retum'st to set them flve^ 
Let thy salvation visit me!' 
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OHAPTEE XXVI. 

ON one of Mabel's visits to the farm she persuaded 
Elsie to return with her for a week to London — 
Elsie, who had never slept from the maternal roo^ never 
travelled in a stage-coach or covered vehicle of any de- 
scription, and never seen a railway! — in truth, had 
"never been on the road behind any horse but their 
own." The first half of the journey was by coach, at 
which point it met the railway. Elsie looked grave on 
the eventful morning, a settled expression of countenance 
that in more than usual silence showed her determination 
to go through all. It was much to leave her home and 
its household duties for the first time in life, much to 
take a journey by such new and strange conveyances, 
and much to see London at the end ; but with Mabel as 
her guide, she ventured. The coach, with its four horses, 
was standing ready in the market town. It happened 
to be the last day of the old stage-coach ; on the next 
the railway was to be opened to the country town, the 
ostlers had hung streamers of black crape on the horses 
by the way of lament, which was no cheerful omen for a 
first journey, but Elsie only gave them a rather serious 
smile, and, seated by Mabel in the stage-coach, resigned 
(320) 
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herself to all that might follow. After three stages the 
travellers reached the railway station in safety. The 
train was ready to start^ so Mabd drew Elae's arm in 
hers, and led her on to the platform. The engine was 
up, puffing and steaming, and Elsie for a moment held 
back« Mabel waited, quite sure that her courage would 
rise to the occasion. "Do you see any great fear?^ 
Elsie asked, as she looked at the tremendous leviathan 
that was to draw the long line of carriages. " No, I do 
not see anything to fear ; suppose we get safely in here.'' 
Elsie silently obeyed, and seated herself in the large 
cushioned carriage opposite to Mabel, but it was quite 
evident that the whole arrangement of travelling by 
smoke instead of " a good horse on the road," was very 
mysterious, and would have been a doubtful propriety to 
Elsie, had she not been conducted by one whom she be- 
lieved "would never be found to go very far wrong." 
Elsie knew that Stephen had already travelled by rail- 
way, having been constrained by courtesy to yield to the 
pressing requests of the gentleman who yearly visited 
the farm, to accompany him for a few- days to his own 
estate beyond London. They travelled by coach to Lon- 
don, but there had to take the Harrow line. And Ste- 
phen assured Mabel " that no sooner were they seated in 
the train than the first thing it did was to shoot right away 
into darkness I " " "Well, I thought," said Stephen, « if 
this be your pleasure in travelling I caxf teli you it is not 
mine, and if I once get safe out of the bowels of the 
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earth, I will n^t go down any more into darkness below 
ground. I don't know who would, that had always 
trayelled before above in the light I " Matthew also had 
once trayelled by railway, and was unfortunately in a 
carriage alone, which, as he said, was a very uncomfort- 
able thing, as it was impossible for him to tell whether 
they might not be going faster than they had any inten- 
tion of doing, and, shut in there alone, he had no one to 
ask. But both journeys were safely performed, and now 
Elsie and Mabel had a carriage to themselves. Slsie 
shuddered, as might be expected, at the shriek of the 
engine, proclaiming its desperate intention of drawing 
them along, and evidently felt doubtful again of being 
absolutely right in such a situation, looked at Mabel, 
quieted all moral fears, and kept silence the whole way. 
She afterwards said that the fine old psalm tune, Java^ 
that they so often played of an evening at the farm, made 
its solemn music in her ears all the way as they travelled, 
keeping out all her fears after they had once started. 

As they completed their journey and entered the low 
suburbs of the metropolis, above some of its most wretched 
habitations, Mabel sighed, for she felt the oppressive at- 
mosphere strike on her like the air of an infected chamber ; 
she sighe^ for Nature passed away, with aU its freshness 
of life and vigor, now again to fade for her into languor 
and suffering ; sighed at thoughts of the throng of care- 
worn £Bu;es that would soon people the pathway of the 
world around her. Elsie understood that sigh, and in« 
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standj responded to it bj sajing, '^ Don't think about 
those things that trouble, look up and see the sunset in 
the sky, how beautiful it is I " Mabel looked at the glory 
of the clouds over the great citji their gold, and rose and 
purple, aU undimmed bj earth, thought of all that might 
be won hy looking up, of the Heaven for ever open above 
the thronging masses of toil, and want, and weariness, and 
woe ; of the Eternal Eye that rested on each wanderer 
here ; and these thoughts brought relie£ Elsie was again 
silent ; it was her wont to say the one thing wanted, and 
no more. 

It was the ebb tide of the city, its throngs pressed on, 
hastening firom the day's toil home. 

Elsie, astonished at the mass of moving men, asked if 
they should not let the carriage stop a little while, until 
the crowd passed by, adding her expressive pity, " Sure 
such numbers cannot each one find a home I " 

A week was spent by Elsie in London, of which each 
day became eventful ; her grave attention and observation, 
her pointed and original remarks, her interest without 
any overpowering surprise, added a charm to ''sight* 
seeing," that Mabel had never felt before. Amongst 
other sights was the Coliseum. The representation of the 
day was an earthquake by the seashore. Elsie sat 
through aU the silence of the sea, and through the tossing 
of the waves, but when the more terrible representations 
began, she whispered to Mabel, " Do you not think we 
had better go now ? " 
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Mabel took her out, and then inquired, " Did jou fed 
any fear, that you wished to come away ? " 

*' No, I knew it had no reality ; but I think it would 
be better to leave the judgments of the Almighty alone, 
and not take in hand to imitate His terrors I " 

So spoke the reverential piety of Margery's child, 
breathing the same dread and lore of Gk>d'8 Divine 
majesty, whether one amidst millions, or alone in the 
solitary pastures of her home. 

The chief hope in a visit to London was a possible 
sight of the Queen, and of England's royal children, of 
whom little colored prints hung amidst the birds of para- 
dise on the parlor walls of the farm. And before the 
week ended, tidings came that the Queen was expected 
to leave London, firom the terminus at YauxhalL No 
escort could be obtained at that moment, so instead of 
venturing to the crowded terminus, Mabel took Elsie to 
stand upon the unfrequented bridge leading to it. Before 
reaching the bridge they alighted and walked to its centre, 
standing there alone ; the great river rolling below them, 
and adown its sides the buildings that traffic with the 
world. A royal van passed with luggage : Elsie turned 
pale in her silent expectation: all the heart of England's 
loyalty beat strong within her breast. Mabel looked at 
her, thought how the coming moment fulfilled the waking 
dream of sweet lifetime, thought of Elsie's earliest child- 
hood, when the farm had mourned th? Princess Charlotte^ 
thought of all the prayers on bej^ded kiiees that Margery 
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and ber patriarchal children had offered up with fervent 
feeling for the royal maiden, so early called of God to 
wear her kingdom's crown. But a policeman with 
white gloves came hastening on. Mabel said, "The 
Queen is coming now." Then Elsie for the first time 
spoke, and answering said, " Oh I don't it make -you turn 
all cold to think what it must be to see her passing by ? " 
A rush of horses' feet from royal stables, a moment's 
smile on Mabel's lips, full brimming tears in Elsie's eyes, 
and England's Majesty was past and gone. The royal 
face was turned away, and the children's eyes were gazing 
up the river's bend, so Elsie saw them not ; but still it 
was the Queen, — ^it was those royal children she had so 
often looked up to upon her parlor walls — ^that dream of 
deepest loyalty was real For a little while she stood 
silent and motionless, then said to Mabel, "Now I know 
it is as they have always said, she is the sweetest lady in 
the land, and they the sweetest children that live upon 
the earth 1 " Dear, loyal-hearted child of England, you 
have believed nothing less since the hour that first breathed 
their cherished names over the fields, and in the chambers 
of your home. And had the Majesty of England known 
that you stood trembling there to see her pass, with all 
the gathered feeling of a lifetime, surely she would have 
blessed you with a royal smile. 

The farm had received yearly the inspection of the 

^ same landed proprietor, whose sympathy and interest had 

been so warmly caUed forth on his first visit to Margery. 



826 XKOLAKD'B txohxk: fbox lifs. 

His strong feeling of friendship never dianged, and his 
confidence was never disappointed, fie bad no anxiety 
for the welfare of the faam; bnt the farm had many 
anxious thoughts for him. Stephen saw him engrossed 
with the interests and cares of this world, but be often 
said, " Ton cannot put the thing to him, jou can only 
plead it for him ; for with all the pleasantness of bis be* 
bavior as a gentleman, you never beard the word drop 
from him that tells beyond this world I " He was ad* 
vancing far in life, and Stephen prayed yet more earnestly 
for him. One year when he came, all thought him look- 
ing ill. He would not stay the night as he usually did, 
said be felt unwell, and must hasten home. But on that 
same evenmg as they were retiring to rest he returned, 
and said to Elsie, '^ I fear I am seriously ill, I found I 
could not reach my home, and I dreaded an inn ; will 
you take me in?" How gladly the farm with all its 
kindness received him I Illness increased, and his life 
was in danger. Hour after hour through the long feverish 
nights, Philip knelt by him on one side, and Elsie on the 
other, while he grasped Philip's hand and would not let 
it go. At length he said to Elsie, " You must go to my 
portmanteau, you will find a book there that you know 
all about, and that I never travel without." Elsie went, 
and found there a volume of Prayers and Meditations, a 
most favorite book of Stephen's, which he often gave 
away, and continually used. Stephen had sent some of 
his best laborers to live on this gentleman's distant estate, 
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who said, he must trj and bring his &rming up to some- 
thing like Stephen's I And before thej went, Stephen 
gave each of them this volume of meditations and prayers, 
called " The Pocket Prayer-book," published by the Phil- 
anthropic Society. Their new master had seen it in their 
cottage homes, had heard whose gift it was^ and obtained 
one for himselC As Elsie brought it to him he said, " I 
need not tell you how I came by that book I but I may 
tell you that it is never away firom me ; I make it my 
constant companion." And truly Elsie said it appeared 
like it — ^to see how its pages were worn I So secretly 
*had the prayers of the farm been answered by Gk)d, for 
him whose tears had once fallen for its widowed mis- 
tress. 

The cleverest doctor was sent for, who said, " Nothing 
but the best nursing can save; my medicines can do 
nothing without that." 

*' That I have," said the sick man ; '' so do what you 
can." 

A few annous weeks and he lived again, and returned 
to his home, and the doctor, looking upon Elsie, said, '' It 
was only such nursing as yours has been, that by God's 
blessing has restored him to life." So did this friend, in 
his hour of distress, prove even in this world, '^ Whatso- 
ever a man soweth, that shall he also reap." 

The Bector of Stephen's parish died ; died, alas I so 
tBJ[ as human report went, in gloom as hopeless and as 
dark as the state in which he had lived. It was Ste- 
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phen's office as parish churchwarden, to supply the church 
through the short interval until his successor came. Great 
efforts were made that the time might, if possible, prove 
one of instruction and benefit to the parish. At length a 
clergyman from London brought his family to a little 
house in the village, that the opportunity might not be 
lost He was a very plain, impressive preacher, and the 
poor people flocked to the church. He visited them from 
house to house, and this stamped reality on his teaching. 
That long-neglected village church was crowded by the 
poor, none were absent save the infirm. Stephen listened, 
and looked around with deepest interest On the first* 
Sunday that this minister spent amongst. them, as they 
sang their Sabbath evening psalms as usual at the farm, 
he entered ; they were intent upon their songs of praise, 
and did not see him until they heard his voice joining the 
melody. And then he took their Sabbath evening 
prayers. This much affected Stephen, "that at last, 
after a life of effort and of prayer, there should be that 
Sunday seen, in which the minister of their church should 
come and join with them in hymns of praise, and lead 
their Sabbath evening service I " 

One evening Stephen sat silent and thoughtful for some 
time ; at last he said, '* I had a thing put to me last night, 
and I don't know what to say to it I As the minister 
was walking home with me, he said, * I want you to tell 
me what advice you would give to one, who built a 
house with only half a roof over his head ? I suppose 
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you would saji '' Get a whole roof as soon as 70a possi- 
bly can?" Well, I could not see much to differ in 
opinion upon that I Then he said to me, ' This seems to 
me something like your condition. I come down here, 
and I find you always have evening prayers in your 
household ; but where are the household prayers of a 
morning ? I can't see that to be better than half a roof 
instead of a whole one I " He put this to me, and I have 
been thinking upon it, but I do not see how we are to 
order it in such a way as we could most wish ; all the 
business lies so early, and the men going and coming, I 
cannot see how it could be ; and it does not do to take a 
thing in hand and fall imder it." 

" Never fear that," answered Elsie, with her tone of 
"blessed assurance ; " that's a thing that will order itself 
and all else that comes with it, if we do but give it the 
opportunity 1 There is no reason why we should not make 
time for family prayers before breakfast, as well as for 
any worldly concern. I can see it clearly, and so will 
you when it is done." 

" Yes," added Matthew, who never let a good word 
stand unsupported, " I should say, let us breakfast now 
one hour later, then we can get everything settled to its 
place well beforehand, and be as quiet as need be for the 
family service at seven o'clock, and sit down to breakfast 
in more comfort after it." So by the next morning it had 
all ordered itself as Elsie said it would. At seven o'clock 
Philip was seated, with his brass spectacles, and the 
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Bible and book of prater on a little round table before 
him, Stephen in his arm-chair, break£ut laid oat in the 
centre of the room, and the family and household seated 
in chairs round the walls for the first mcming prayers. 
When once begun, no one welcomed it more feryentlj 
than Stephen, though at first as a family difficulty it had 
worn a doubtful aspect to him. But ever after ^it 
ordered itself" as Elsie said it would, and every one re- 
joiced in the change. So truly is it written, '' He that 
hearkeneth unto counsel is wise." ... 1 

It was the harvest-time, and the London dergyxnan 
took great interest in the ingathering of the grain. 
Heavy rains fell when the com was standing in sheavesi 
and he was not a little troubled at the length of time 
which Stephen allowed for its drying. Morning after 
morning he would come from his lod^g as far as the 
farm-gate, to look if the wagons were out for carrying 
it in. And as one fine day passed another, he urged 
Stephen not to delay. Stephen was amused at his ear- 
nestness. " It troubles our clergyman wonderfully to see 
our com standing still in the field. I see he knows more 
about the minister's, than he does about the husbandman's 
faith I Why, I shall have to send him to the Bible, to 
read there how it is the husbandman's that is spoken of 
as ^ long patience.^ 1 see it is longer than he can take the 
measure of I He would have me make suss of injuring 
the good crop by gathering it in damp, for feab He who 
sent it sbould not give the opportunity for gamering it 
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drj I He must have more practical &ith than that to 
make him a good farmer I No ; I can tell him the right 
time WILL COME. The question is, shall we have that 
^ right judgment ' we have been so many years taught to 
praj- for, so that wo wait with patience until it comeay 
and act with diligence the moment it does come ? Ever 
since I can remember I have heard it said, ' The season 
is so drj, there is not moisture for anything to spring ; ' 
or, ' the season is so wet, the seed will rot in the ground ;' 
or, ' the i7jeather is so uncertain we must not wait for 
fine;' or, 'so scorching, the grain will shell upon the 
ground.' And yet I have never seen but what seedtime 
and harvest have come, as yet, according to the promise ; 
and I believe they will, and so I farm in trust. And 
certainly we have been wonderfully blessed, for many is 
the time when others have made too great hurry for fear, 
as they said, and spoiled what they gathered ; or waited 
too long, because there was no fear, and so missed the 
opportunity, when we have been blessed to gather in the 
crops right. So I always say, take the thing the mo- 
ment it is ready, but wait until that moment ; wait in 
prayer and trust that He who blessed the springing, will 
bless the ingathering; but don't go after counsel from 
any man, for every man's judgment must come fix>m the 
Lord I " The clouds withheld their rain, and a bountiful 
ingathering satisfied the anxious 'clergyman. 

Mabel left the farm to stay for a time not far firom it. 
But she w as soon sent for again ; Stephen had been taken 
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saddenlj ill| and begged to see her. She found him with 
a hct of heavenly peace — " he knew not what his Mas- 
ter's will might be," he said, "whether he was now to die 
or live ; and there was one thing he had thought to do 
that was not done, and he did not know how to pnt jt to 
anj one but her. The new Bector was ccmiing^ and it 
had been in his mind to give every poor man in the parish 
a good print prayer-book : we could not tell, he said, it 
might be for good every way I He had a little money 
to lay out for the parish, and what more was wanted could 
be added. There was nothing else on his mind ; he only 
wished that Gk>d's will might be done for life or for death.'' 

Stephen recovered, and the new Rector came — a FeL 
low of the College, far advanced in life — and hope died 
within every heart at his coming. When Mabel entered 
the cottages, the mck looked up with the earnest, touching 
anxiety of hope long delayed, and asked, "Have you 
seen our new minister?" 

"Yes." 

"Pray, is there any hope in him?" 

" Our hope must be in Qod : Let us think of Him who 
loved us and gave Himself for us I — ^He will be our hope 
for the life that now is, and that which is to come." 

Too well they understood the softened answer, and 
turned their weary eyes away in disappointment's sadness. 
Yet the Lord's hand was not shortened that it oould not 
save, nor His ear heavy that it could not hear ; and that 
His Name is near. His wondrous works declare. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE lapse of jeais had changed the aspect of the 
Forest Farm; its sheltered lanes and hedge-rows 
had been laid open bj the woodman's axe ; one broad 
sweep of upland and of valley met the eye, where 
trees of lofty stature and wide-spreading foliage grew. 
And noV a wood, which crowned the sloping hill, above 
the sweeping curve of a valley, adding exceeding beauty 
to the scene when the com waved in the valley, — ^thia 
wood was sentenced also, and sixty men were engaged, 
through one hard winter, to clear it for the plough. They 
did their work with greatest care, so that when for the 
first time the plough-share cut the woodland soil, not a 
single edge was turned. Stephen mixed lime in large 
quantities with the soil, which, mingling with the great 
amoimt of decayed vegetable matter already there, pro- 
duced the richest crop of wheat the neighborhood Lad 
ever known. It stood so high as to conceal the reapers, 
and yet its ear was most abundant. John Wilton had 
for many years been woodman on the Hum, and had 
felled many a tree within the grove — as this &ir wood 
was called. He was living still in a very bright old age, 
having passed his ninetieth birthday. And as Stephen 

(333) 
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stood amongst his reapers in the field, admiring the rich 
harrest around him, he sent a lad to run to the village 
and bring John Wilton to him. The old man came, life 
in his kindling e^e, and light in the bright smile that 
always lived upon his lips. '' Gome, John, I sent for jou 
because this is a cornfield on the farm jou never reaped 
before I " 

"Yes, master, but I have, aje, scores of times, too^ 
with my billhook I " 

"Ah, that maj be, the green boughs, but not the 
golden grain ; and so I have a mind that the field should 
not be reaped without the sickle in jour hand. Here, 
give old John the sharpest sickle that jou have." 

" Oh I master, I can*t harvest now." 

" Yes, but JOU can, John, and I saj jou shall ; jou 
take this sickle and put it to the com, and jou shall be 
reaper on jour own account to^a j ; as manj sheaves as 
JOU can cut and bind shall be jour own. I give mj 
promise ; now let us see what skill can do to help out 
strength." 

The old man took the sickle smiling, and all the har- 
vest men as the j still cut the com looked up, with pleas- 
ure in their ejes, to see what he would do. Seven 
sheaves he cut and bound, then put the sickle in his 
master's hand, "There, sir, I have reaped again, so let 
none speak too certain against things that jet maj be. 
Thanks be to God for all His goodness I " 

"You are a fanner in jour old age, John. You most 
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go home and get your thrashers, and laj up jour com^ 
for those sheaves are yours I " 

" No, master, no, 'twas never seen like that. I couldn't 
call them mine 1 " 

" But I do, John. You send your laborers here to 
cart them home, but I shall have you carry one. There, 
I lay this upon your shoulder, and you go home and tell 
your mistress at the church &rm how good a day's work 
you have done, and say you are come for Beever, and she 
is to give you a Httle of the old brown ale, and one of 
her good harvest 6akes." So at ninety, the old laborer, 
who had worked all his lifetime on that farm, from the 
happy day when Margery engaged him as her dairy-boy, 
bore the shea^ five feet in length, to the church farm, 
where Margaret gave him a smiling welcome, and hospi- 
table harvest cheer ; which the old man said made his 
old life feel young again. Then bearing through the vil- 
lage the trophy of the day, he sent to fetch the other six 
sheaves of his harvest, home. So well could Stephen as 
master both think upon and please the poor. 

Everything made it probable that Stephen's would be 
a bright and vigorous old age ; but he had yet to learn 
his childhood's lesson a third, and last time, '^ It is better 
to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in man." And 
that lesson could only be learned in the discipline of per- 
sonal suffering. 

Foreign missions had long engaged the warm and self- 
denying interest of the farm. It^ whole &mily attended 
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missionary meeting on the Eastern liill; and of late, 
Stephen had been driven over bj one of his brothen, to 
a yerj large one held yearly in a distant parish. ''I rail 
it my holiday," he always said, "the day on which I go 
there, and as I take but one day in the year, I think I 
may be indulged with a choice upon that I " The day 
had come round again, and Stephen expressed a wish to 
go ; but an indefinite dread hung oyer both Philip and 
Matthew, making them unwilling to drive him. 

"But can you see any reason for being a&aid?" 
Stephen asked. 

"No," Matthew answered; "but certainly I never felt 
such a dread." 

"If we be frightened at shadowsf, what good thing 
shall we hold to ? " asked Stephen. 

So it was decided to go; but Matthew being the 
stronger spirit of the two, said, " I cannot do it, I have 
that on my mind that I never had before, and I will not 
go against it." 

So Philip went, and with the steady horse they then 
used, he drove Stephen over to the great missionary 
meeting. 

Coming home it was dusk, and Philip kept close to his 
hedge, thinking other carriages might be following. But 
a little four-wheeled chaise met them, too near in the 
darkened lane, lifled up the gig-wheel and turned it over 
on the bank. Stephen was taken up and carried to a 
cottage ; the clergyman of the parish where the meeting 
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had been held, and where the accident happened, came in 
to see him, and a doctor set the shoulder which was dis- 
located. The night passed in intense suffering. At the 
farm, thej watched all night : Matthew walking to and 
fro in the road in his anxious forebodings. 

Towards dawn a man arrived on the horse bringing 
the tidings, and one of the farm carts with beds was sent 
to bring Stephen home. Week after week no relief was 
obtained in the almost intolerable pain. The shoulder 
had not been rightly set, but nothing could now be done. 
These were the days of darkness to Stephen I wearied 
with the exceeding suffering day and night, unable to 
sleep, seeing only the same anxious, careworn faces that 
tended him for weeks ; expecting that visits of Christian 
sympathy would follow him from the scene of the acci- 
dent, but this expectation failod ; he had no one able to 
strengthen his heart in his Gk>d, no one with whom he 
cpidd take " sweet counsel " in his heavy affliction ; and 
he felt it deeply. He had never expected sympathy from 
the world : he had been content to stand alone while he 
contended with it ; but had looked for it from Christian 
feeling; and with hope deferred, his heart grew sick. 
And many a soldier of the cross has had to pass through 
this same discipline — ^to learn even of Christian sympathy 
the ^ Cease ye from man.'' Some have suffered and yet 
not learned it, and so have borne a troubled spirit to the 
end : it was not so with Stephen ; he suffered, but he 
learned by the things that he suffered. This deemed his 
15 
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last cloud, for when he entered the furnace again, the 
glory of the Lord shone on him as gold pnrified seyen 
times in the £b:e. 

Mabel came down to the farm as soon as she was able 
after Stephen's accident, but many weeks had passed, and 
he was able to walk out again. She did not arrive until 
the Saturday evening, seeing him then for a few minutes 
only ; and when she saw him again in the church on 
Sunday, tears filled her eyes at the wreck of that manly 
form — ^the stoop of the upright figure, the withered arm 
that hung useless beside him and could never raise his 
flute again ; the shrunken shoulder, the head that suffer- 
ing had blanched whiter, and the downcast aspect of the 
whole man. But ancient Job congratulates him whom 
God correcteth, and this was Stephen's happy lot. 

He now retired much from active life, though he still 
walked his farms, and gave his counsel to his brothers ; 
but oftener sat in Margery's chair, placed for him half 
behind the shelter of the always open kitchen-door. Here 
he communed with his own heart and was still; and, 
having set his house in order, he sent his thoughts ami 
affections over death's narrow ford before him, while he, 
like Jacob, stayed alone wrestling with Qod. and pre- 
vailing. 

Another cause of dissension had arisen^in the parish to 
trouble him. The poor people, in despair of better days 
in their church, began to preach to one another. Men 
of much religious profession, but no practical piety, vis- 
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ited tlie parish, and encouraged the poor people to set up 
teachers for themselves ; sad scenes of scandal followed, 
ungodlj man professed to have the gift of prayer, and 
some of the most ignorant could preach. These eyils 
weighed heavily on Stephen's soul, and he besought God 
to remember their low estate. A short period ended the 
unhappy and ungodly life of the Bector, and hope rose 
once more at the farm. Mabel was with them when 
again they all ascended the green hill to attend another 
Rector's first service in the church ; the voice was earnest 
and impressive, and the words were the words of truth. 
Stephen's white head bowed low, he wept abundantly ; 
and all returned home in tears and thanksgivings. 

Then kindness and benevolence foimd a home in that 
parish Bectory again ; and the sweet mirth of childhood, 
afber a century had passed, rang again in its old rooms^ 
and under its noble trees. The beautiful moat, which had 
been polluted and darkened, was cleansed, and lay deeper 
and purer than ever, and the poor drank its clear waters 
from a pump the new Bector raised for them, and the 
once desolate Bectory wore a bright aspect again ; and 
Stephen thanked God and took tourage. His own health 
was in some measure restored to him, that, by the divine 
wisdom with which he was yet to turn many to righteous* 
ness, he might shine as the firmament, and as the stars 
for ever and ever. In one or two of his later visits, in 
which all that passed became known, we may see the 
gentleness of this veteran in the spiritual field. It can* 
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not be without interest and profit tkat we trace the foot 
prints of one who, through a long life, held a course so 
noble and high, one who, pressed bj the business of this 
world, gave hours to the study of the Bible while its very 
ministers were sleeping, one who was yaliant for the 
truth upon the earth, and yet stood as " the repairer of 
the breach, the restorer of paths to dwell in." 

On one side of the Forest Farm, and next to its fields, 
lay another farm of very small size. It was rented by 
an old man of great stature, but not possessing any other 
great qualification. His fields were rery few, and his 
skill in culttrating them very small. The old man had 
not been long in his little farm before he found out thai 
he had kind*hearted neighbors, and he would come down 
with his great staff in his huid, sometimes to borrow seed 
for his field, sometimes to beg for a man and horse for 
one day to sow it Stephen would say, "Well, poor 
man, lie must get his land planted somehow, but I fancy 
the day of payment will not be a very near one." So 
Philip and Matthew would gratit his requests. To do 
jgjood and lend was a principle so woven into all the life 
of the htm that it flowed naturally firom it, though it 
sometimes gave trouble and difficulty ; but " that was got 
over," as Stephen would say, "the b^st way it could be ; 
surely it is with such saerifiees that God is well pleiased." 

It was a leisure morning, and Stephen took advantage 
of it to go up and call on the little farmer of great stature. 
He did not go to remind him of debts that were due^ but 
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to talk with the old man of the love that pass^th knowl* 
edge. He knew that he was ignorant and cold, and 
feared that he might be hardened, hi his life gave every 
token of indifference and neglect ; but Stephen had payed 
his own pathway to the old farmer with kindness and. 
good-will — ^how freely then could he speak of the loye of 
Him who is kind to the unthankful and the eyil, who 
commendeth B[is love toward us in that while we were 
yet siimera Christ died for us 1 

"Well, sir, how is it with you to^y?" Stephen 
asked of the old man. 

"No matters I the world drags so hard, and I can't 
tell how to ease it a bit; it gets worse, to my thinking 
every day that it lasts," 

" You find it a bad old world then, it seenis ? " 

"Yes, yes; 'tis so bad that it scarce lets a body live." 

" But I suppose, if we come to consider, we shall find 
that it is all our bad hearts' put together that make the 
poor old world what it is ? " 

" Yes, yes ; folks hare bad hearts, some of them at 
leasts and they press you so hard there's no getting along 
if you be not all as ready as them." 

"Well, there's one thing makes me feel how bad this 
world must be whenever I think of it." 

" What's that ? " asked the old man, to whom the bad- 
ness of the world seemed a very welcome theme. 

" That He that made it shed tears over it I " answered 
. Stephen. 
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" Wkat, did He?" said the old man, taken bysorpriae^ 
and the hard look of indifference passed awaj from hia 
face at the telling of so touching a fact, which he had 
never heard of before. 

<' Yes, He wept over it, because it was so bad, and 
would not let Him make it better I " 

^* Well, that's touching to mj feelings ! ** the old man 
said, and he wiped awaj the first tear that, perhaps, had 
ever risen in response from him to love divine. 

"It often goes to mj heart," Stephen said, "when I 
think of it. And surelj it is for jou and me to consider; 
if He that made us shed tears over our bad hearts, have 
we ever shed a tear for them ourselves? Now let us sit 
down for a few minutes, and we will read of the tears 
shed over us bj Him who made us." Stephen read of 
our Lord's lament over Jerusalem, and the old farmer 
wept as he listened. From that daj he would attend aa 
a little child to Stephen's instruction ; and though he left 
the village when his health failed soon after, who could 
but hope that he had come there to be made wise unto 
salvation ! This was the simple and beautiful teaching 
from one village farmer to another. Surelj for such is 
that Book of Betnembrance written, "And thej shall be 
mine, saith the Lord, in the daj when I make up mj 
jewels, and I will spare them as a man spareth his own 
son that serveth him." 

On the other side the Forest Farm, beyond the wood 
by Linstead's cottage, lay another farm. The eldest 



ENGLAND'S tbohbn: fboh lifb. 343 

daughter sickened in consumption, and Stephen finding 
her untaught, and ignorant of heavenly truth, made her 
an ohject of his constant care. He saw her days were 
numhered, and therefore he often spent his temporal 
strength in the effort to win celestial life for her ; and his 
daily reading and explanation of the Bible by her bed 
became so precious to her, that if he were hindered any 
morning from going, she could not be satisfied until her 
father sent- to ask, if it would not be possible for him to 
come. " The blessed things he teaches me, they are my 
daily food," she said; "I am always wanting more." 
Much that she expressed gave a strong hope that death 
unfolded the gates of endless life to her ; and Stephen, her 
aged teacher, wrote the inscription for the stone that bore 
the record of her youthful years, and blessed hope of im- 
mortality. 

Wherever sickness, or want, or sorrow, pined unvisited 
around the Forest Farm, there Stephen's step seemed sure 
to pass — as if the good Samaritan came by that way he-- 
cause there lay the wounded man. In a distant part of 
the parish, in a most wretched cottage, lived two old 
people. It was a rich man's cottage, but he lefi; it in a 
ruined state, imfit for human life, yet the old people paid 
the same rent for it yearly, and did not leave it ; it would 
not have been easy to find a vacant dwelling-place ; and 
they loved the old home, so long they had lived together 
there. Mabel knew them well ; they were amongst the 
circle 0/ her friends. On a visit at this time to the farniy 
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she heard that the old man had died suddexQyy and she 
went to sympathize with his poor widow. 

'' Oh dear I hless God, now you he come, that's comfort- 
like, it is ! I never thought to see you here again. All 
trouhles that ever came hefore, were nothing like the loss 
of my old man to me. I and he had liyed together more 
than fifty years, and never had a hard word one with the 
other, never I and they came all on a sudden and told me 
he was dead I It struck Hke death to me, for he hut just 
before had gone out well I such a feeling came into my 
head as if my senses must have left me I and they buried 
him, and that bad feeling kept on still, and I did really 
think my reason would all leave me. I could not fret, I 
only felt that senselessness come over me, and the neigh- 
bors talked, and said I should be taken to the asylum ; 
and I believed that it must come to that, for I got no rest, 
and no ease, from that bad feeling in my head. Well, I 
was sitting here, and I thought all comfort was clean gone 
for me in my poor husband's grave ; and I to be taken 
right away, as I heard the neighbors say. So there came 
a knock upon the door, and I heard the footstep of a 
man, and I never lifted up my head, I could not, I only 
said, 'You are come, I know, to take me to the asylum I " 
Then I heard Mr. Stephen's voice, and he made answer, 
* No, woman, no ; you are not wanted there, the asylum 
is no place for you I put all such fancies out, and I will sit 
down here and let you know a little about where you 
really are going, and what you must be minding too, and 
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getting ready for it I* Then he takes my Testament^ — ^I 
had not read a word so long ; my poor head could not 
read, and never one had been to read a word to me; and 
he sits upon that stool, and he begins with the Saviour's 
own dear words, * Let not your heart be troubled I ' Oh, I 
thought no soimd did ever fall like that ; and then I wept. 
Oh, how I cried I and he still read about those many man- 
sions, and the dear Lord preparing one for me : and I did 
cry ; and then he knelt down there and prayed for me as 
if he knew all that I could never tell. Oh, how I blessed 
him I And so I do whenever I sit and think upon it^ 
aye, twenty times a day, for I was not like the same 
creature when he went away. I am sure he lifted up my 
poor dead heart to heaven ; and there was comfort in them 
tears I shed. And he was not long before he came again; 
and so he held on till he cheered me up to life again — and 
now, thank God, IVe got the ttim, and so I hope, by His 
dear mercy, I shall keep on until I be, I trust, made ready 
for that Heavenly Place." Surely this was to be a son 
of consolation I 

Stephen made his visits in other places beside the cot- 
tages ; he would find his men at their separate tasks, and 
had his way of meeting each. There were two of them 
who knew the Scriptures well, and thought themselves in 
earnest for eternal life, and yet never drew near unto the 
table of the Lord. Stephen found them alone, working 
in a ditch. His men were used to see the master come 
and stand a little while beside them. This day, when he 
15* 
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bad done wa, he s&id, " I rappoee if I were to uk joa 
two to do a thing at mj request, you would not do it? " 

''Not do it, sir? that we would, let it be what it 
might" I 

*' What, do jou saj that I hare only to ask, and jou 
would certainly do it for me ? " 

"Yes, sir; try us!" 

" Well, then, I do say here is a strange thing, and you 
greatly surprise me. If I ask you a thing, you will cer* 
tainly do it. I, a poor sinful mortal like yourself I and 
yet you have no heart to do that thing that was the last 
request of Him who is your Ood, you say, and even died 
for you. Now I advise you to consider what a situation 
your own words show you to be in. You say you wiU 
certainly obey my word, while yet you have continued to 
disobey the word of God I Now, must you not be deceiv* 
ing yourselves when you think that the Lord is your Qod ? 
Know ye not that he is your master to whom ye yield 
yourselves servants to obey? Now, I did but put a 
simple question, yet that is enough to show you your true 
situation. What, I ask you, can your religion be, if you i|i 

put a poor sinful man up so high; and your blessed 
Saviour so low that you can turn aside and disregard even 
His dying request ? So I can only say. May God, of His 
infinite mercy, give you and me the Holy Spirit, without 
which there can be no doing the will of God from the 
heart, whatever we may think of our knowledge of Him." 
Stephen would say, " They want teaching put to them in 
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a plain, simple way, and sometimes to be put in such a 
way that they cannot tell always what is coming ; that 
they may be more apt to see the thing in its true light, 
when perhaps if they thought what was coming they 
would set their minds against it." 

When Stephen thought a personal address might be 
doubtful, he would take up his pen and write to his men, 
though this was a much greater effort. Thinking one of 
his younger laborers not kind as a husband, he wrote to 
him in all gentleness and truth, setting before him, from 
the Bible, the sin and the misery of such a course, and the 
blessing of family affection and heavenly love. The 
young wife found a change in her husband for the better, 
but did not know the cause, until some time after she 
accidentally saw the letter, and told Mabel of it with 
tears. 

Stephen would say, " Sometimes, if you must give re- 
proof, the hasty spirit is less apt to rise against written 
words than spoken ones, and has more time to consider ; 
and perhaps you too are safer, not so likely to speak too 
sharply or in anger. So we must consider all ways, and 
do what is best." 

''The fruit of righteousness is sown in peace, of them 
ih9.t m)ke peace!" 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THREE yean liad passed away since Stephen's acci« 
dent, and Mabel was again at the fann. They had 
good tidings to tell. The Rector of a market town some 
few miles distant, had consented to have a missionary 
meeting held there, and to preside over it himself. " Now 
there was hope," Stephen said, " for whenever the cause 
of the heathen abroad was taken up, he had seen that a 
blessing was not withholden at home I " It was beautiful 
to look upon the joy of the farm as it hailed this first ray 
across a long darkened horizon. All were going who 
could possibly arrange to do so. Three different carriages 
were fitted with horses from the farm, and only Mabel 
and Stephen and the maid left, with Bell the watchdog, 
as evening guardians of the home. It was the first and 
last evening that Mabel ever spent alone with Stephen ; 
the joy of this awakening of missionary interest had 
brightened his aspect above its now usually chastened 
tone ; the cause lay so near his own heart, he '' expected 
so much to follow after it. so little without it I It wasi 
the very spirit of Christianity, and must rise or fall with 
that spirit^ ' The love of Christ <;onstraineth me,' bec^us^ 

(348) 
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we thus judge that 'if one died for all then were all dead, 
that henceforth they which live should not live unto them- 
selves, hut unto Him that died for them ; ' and how was 
that to be ordered, but by fulfilling the law of Christ — ^to 
love our neighbor as ourselves ; and He had Himself 
shown us who He considered our neighbor to be I " 

When Nathaniel, the miller, was taken to his rest, 
Stephen had said, '^ I should not Hke my poor brother's 
offering for the work of missions to end with his life ; I 
would have his subscription carried on the same. I know 
his name must be let drop, but the money can be added 
imto mine, and that wiU always be paid all in one ! " 
"Whenever Stephen saw an effort made privately or pub- 
licly for missions, he put forth his hand to strengthen it. 
" If we think— or if we know it to be the Lord's work, 
why then we must encourage them that have the heart 
to undertake it I " 

The evening passed on, and Stephen drew many a re- 
trospect in humble thanksgiving to Qod, and turned to 
the ever brightening future — as faith alone can turn, be- 
holding it all in the light of the promises of God, which are 
Yea and Amen in Jesus Christ. The fire was made up 
with faggots of wood, which blazed and lighted up the 
quaint walls of the kitchen, the shutter was left down 
that the window might prove a beacon light of welcome 
along the distant road, for it was a rare thing for any one 
of the farm to be absent through an evening, and still 
more for all but one to be away. The supper table iras 
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set ready. Stephen often stepped to the door to listen, 
and at last his qmck ear caught the sounds. It might 
have been thought they had been absent for months, from 
the beaming expression of Stephen's face as he looked 
on them, each one in their safe return; his own shattered 
frame and chastened aspect still telling what one such 
evening return had cost him. And also his forgotten 
Test of blue, for since that accident had shattered him he 
had worn onlj black, as if indifferent what his garb might 
be. They smiled at their home welcome, but no pleasure 
sat on their faces. 

" Was it a good meeting? " Stephen inquired. 

'^ I should say any thing but good I " Matthew answered, 
with decided displeasure. 

" Not good ? " asked Stephen ; "how came that about? * 

" There was more laughing there," said Elsie, " than 
might have been thought belonged to such things as they 
had to tell." 

" Laughing ! " exclaimed Stephen, in his severest tone 
of surprise. 

"Yes," said Philip, kindly, "it would all have been 
well enough, but the deputation from London seemed to 
think he stood there to entertain all the people ; so he 
told of the heathen and their doings, in that curious way 
that turned it too much to mirth for so solemn a thing. 
And though we knew they were no gods but ficdse idols 
as you may say, yet he could not rid the laugh quick 
enough when he came to the true Ood. 



siroLJLKB's tsoxen: fbom life. 851 

''I think lie might haye learned a lesson for life," 
Matthew said, ''if he had been where I stood, at the 
lower end of the room, where all the farm lads were 
gathered together, and young women there also, and 
after he had once set them laughing there was no more 
seriousness there, but onlj a look out for what mirth 
might come next. He might think he came there to do 
good, but I can tell him he did a yery different kind of 
work." 

"I am yery sorry," said Mabel; "I don't know how it 
is, but sometimes good men think they must do what 
they can to enliyen a meeting." 

'' I can not think much of his being a good man ! " re« 
plied Matthew ; " if he were, he would surely know better 
what are fit occasions for entertainment. I would not 
say that he could not be what he ought for a smile, I am 
sure ; but to keep it on like that, I do say it, and if he 
goes about to make mirth at the heathen's idolatry, I 
think the money he gets will scarce pay for the harm." 

'' Sure, he must haye sometimes considered that text," 
said Stephen, " where God says of idolatry, * Oh, do not 
this abominable thing that I hate 1 ' Let him make his 
discourse in that spirit, and it will not bring laughter, un- 
less it be the laughter of fools." 

Mabel could but silently feel, " Would that this yillage 
criticism could reach many an ear I " The deputations 
of societies sometimes little think what they do when to 
enliyen a meeting they yiolate the deepest solemnities of 
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the subject before them. Qood angels may woider and 
evil spirits rejoice, when every opportunity for a comic 
turn is embraced, in order to enliyen an audience who 
ought to be humbled and solemnized, at fresh tidings of 
the degradation of their fallen humanity. The speaker's 
feeling may be deep enough to recover its true tone, but 
it is often not so with the hearers; and the village labor- 
er turns away to think of the curse of idolatry as a child's 
play, the hearing of which amused him like the tale of a 
pantomime. Surely these things never ought so to be I 

It was striking and beautiful to observe the change in 
Stephen's silent hours. In years gone by he might be 
daily seen, sitting long lost in thought, and it was evident 
to a close observer's eye that his mind was actively en- 
gaged in Meditation. Now his chastened aspect told 
another tale ; many a silent hour he passed in the day 
seated in his arm-chair, half concealed and shaded by the 
room's open door, always as erect as his now stooping 
form could be, with one hand folded in the other ; but as 
you looked upon his /ace you felt the spirit's active work 
of Meditation had passed into the more passive but not 
less blessed one of Contemplation. It is only the soul 
that has accustomed itself to active meditation on divine 
things, which can ever in any high degree attain the true 
and heavenly grace of Contemplation. It may surely 
be said that if the first act of tWd divine life be a looking 
unto Jesus, its last is a contemplation of Him. AH the 
active conflict with the world with Stephen was over ; 
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clad in the whole armor of God, every part of which had 
been put to the proof through his long and energetic life, 
he now waited at the threshold of the eternal Kingdom ; 
looking back in humble thanksgiving, looking forward in 
adoration, and '' the full assurance of hope unto the end." 
Sometimes as he sat, absent in spirit, though present in 
person, a smile would pass across his face, of which his 
outward man seemed as unconscious as the stiU lake of 
the simbeam that lights up its surface ; but the sunbeam 
on his face was no passing glory caught by reflection from 
the outer world, it was a spirit-smile from the hidden life 
within. It was seldom noticed in words by others, he 
was generally at such times left undisturbed in the silent 
sanctuary of his own thoughts, but at times Mabel would 
ask, "What was it made you smile?" And beautiful 
the answer always was, if answer came ; for it might be 

^ that he would only say, with a more conscious smile, "I 
can not always undertake to give account of all my 
thoughts I " or he would tell the passing vision, " "Well, I 
was then looking back through thi» generation and them 

^ that went before it, and I was thinking, surely it was a 
blessed thing that I could say with Job, that * I have not 
eaten my morsel myself alone, but the poor hath eaten it 
with me ; that I have not seen the poor without cover- 
ing, but they have been warmed with the fleece of my 
flock ; ' and I hope I may say that * the fatherless have been 
brought up with me, and that I have guided the widow 
from my youth I ' " Here his voice faltered, and his white 
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head bowed lower, and none could wonder, for toaclimg 
as blessed must the retrospect of life have been to him. 

Or again, another day, ''I was thinking upon that 
fourth chapter of the Revelations, that has been greatly 
dwelling in my mind of late ; that open door into heaven, 
and that trumpet calling, ' Gome up hither I ' I have 
often been thinking lately, Shall I see that open door, and 
hear that blessed call? I, who am not worthy of the 
least of all His mercies, how unworthy then must I be of 
the greatest I And so that dwelt greatly upon my mind, 
until I had a dream, and in my dream I thought I saw 
that open door, and heard that sweetest music blown — 
that trumpet calling me. I thought I looked in at the 
door, and saw the angels in their glory, and all the Hosts 
of Heaven. Then I felt, I dare not go in there I But 
as I looked I saw One at the further end, seated on a 
throne, His raiment so dazzling white I could not look 
upon Him, but He spoke and called me by my name, and 
said, ' Be not afraid, but come to Me I ' then I thought that 
I could venture, and I went ; but as I went, I woke ; so I 
suppose I woke with joy I And I must believe such dreams 
are sent to them who give their hearts unto these things. 

"Another time I was thinking how many preachers 
the country is blessed with now, men of great power. It 
is a wonderful thing to have such a change in my day ; 
and tracts written so plain ! Yet I must still say that for 
my part I shall never think any can get before that ' still 
small voice,' that used to teach me in that little church 
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upon the hill I They that have all this power, I don't 
say but what it is a great and good gift, still they do need 
the more to remember that it is * not by might, nor by 
power, but by My Spirit, saith the Lord.* And I think 
sometimes when they put it as if they were determined to 
thrust the truth upon you, that don't do so well as when 
it comes in that ' still small Toice.' Oh, what great in- 
struction there is to be seen in the visit of that holy man 
Mijah to the cave at Horeb ! and if it was only in 'that 
still small voice' that the Lord drew near, that must 
learn us how attentive we had need be to His gentle 
teaching, not to wait for some great thing I for we see 
when that great thing comes, the Lord may not be with 
it. He says, 'My words shall drop as the rain, My 
speech shall distil as the dew, as the small rain upon the 
tender herb ; ' it is that tender heart we want, and then a 
small thing will do it ; and without that, a great thing 
will not succeed. So I shUl think none the less of my 
'Zoar,' as it used to be, even though I might say of it, 
'Is it not a little one ? and my soul shall flee there that it 
may live I ' " 

Mabel was at the farm the last time that its oldest 
laborer, John Wilton, came to visit it, in his ninety- 
second year. His masters sometimes sent a little cart to 
fetch him up, to cheer his aged eyes with the sight of all 
most dear to him on earth. On this day one brought 
word that old John Wilton was come. Philip hastened 
out to lead him in, and as the day was cold, a chair was 
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put for him upon thei hearth-rug before the great wood 
fire. He stood a moment at the doorway, and smiled 
with more than earthly love on all before him ; his coun- 
tenance was radiant, as if already celestial joj and tender* 
ness illumined that aged face. Seated before the fire, the 
old man looked down upon ihe hearth«rug, then lifted a 
bright glance of pleasure and surprise to Elsie, for in the 
centre of the rug he recognised the picture of the prize 
horse of the fiurm. Elsie always made the large hearth* 
rug ; when one was worn out, she made another of small 
shreds of cloth, knitted in with twine. In the centre shd 
wrought the prize horse, in scarlet cloth, so true to life, with 
his long tail, that old John Wilton knew him ; he stood on 
smallest strips of green cloth, with an atmosphere of dark 
shreds around ; and on either side of him two other horses, 
in the shade of a respectful distance, one of drab and 
one of grey shreds. The whole rug looked Very im* 
posing, and the old man's innocent surprise and pleasure 
were certainly flattering. The aged laborer was now so 
dea^ that only Philip's tones could penetrate his ear. 
Deafness seemed a benediction on him, for, living with 
his most ungodly children, he was, by his deafness, '' hid 
secretly as in a tabernacle, from the strife of tongues." 
His soul was full to oyerflowing of words divine, words 
of peace and love, of praise and blessing ; he did not need 
a single earthly voice to breathe hope, or prayer, or 
assurance for him. He had always '^ a song in the night, 
and gladness of heart, as when a holy solemnity is kepi" 
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He spent his time between his own solitary communion 
with God, and exhorting others to seek the same Saviour 
— ^the light of whose countenance all saw irradiating him. 
His retirement was a certain lonelj hedgCi where he 
spent hours with his Bible ; and wheneyer he met any hj 
the roadside or the field, or on the wajside-settle of the 
village inn, he still accosted them with words that truth 
and love made eloquent. All knew his blameless life, his 
meek endurance of the ill conduct of his children — a sor- 
row sowed hj his own earlier Sabbath neglect of them ; 
and all knew the care and kindness of the &rm for him. 
His earthly hope had been fulfilled — ^he had never re- 
ceived the parish pay ; the farm kept all his wants sup- 
plied, with the assistance of the gentleman who yearly 
visited the estate. 

; Philip kneeled on one knee beside him, shouting into 
his deafened ear — 

''Well, John, so you have come to see us all 
again I" 

"Yes, to be sure I have I What sight upon earth can 
be like this to me ? Why, did not I carry our master 
Stephen a babe in my arms ; and did not I know each 
one from its birth? I say there can be nothing like it to 
me upon earth ] And I can tell you something else : I 
have carried away heaps of money too ; fifteen hundred 
pounds I have carried away in my service and my fomily's 
from this house. And I took care of it, too, when I had 
got it 1 I have had a large family, and never a penny 
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from the parish ; and my master Stephen says if I lire to 
a hundred, I never shall I " 

** No, NETEB I " said Stephen with his resolved smile. 

" Why, I have worked seventy-six years on this farm. 
Qod bless ye all I And now I am ninety*two years of 
age, and the Lord hath not left me, no, nor ever will ! 
But I read that in the last days perilous time shall come, 
and I can see they are come. The Lord help us to look 
up to Him ; to see how He laid His bright robes of glory 
away to save sinners I and if we have been loiterers in 
the Lord's vineyard, we must be so no more." 

'' Then do you think the last times are come ? " 

*^ I can't answer to that, sir, because I can't see into 
those deep things; but I think they are drawing on." 
Then raising his face, radiant as if Heaven beamed upon 
it, he said in his loud, joyous tones, '^I think my last days 
are come I and I pray that the Qospel may cover the 
earth as the waters the channels of the great deep ; that 
Thy glorious Name may fill all the earth. Amen and 
amen I " 

Then the smile of his whole countenance passed into 
an expression of deepest adoration, as lifting his hands he 
prayed, " O say unto my soul, I am thy salvation I " He 
rose to go, and with an old man's courtesy bowed low to 
Mabel, whom he had known from her childhood. He 
could not hear her voice, but he took her offered hand in 
both of his, and grasping it said, ''Dear lady ! I don't 
think my GU>d will ever forsake me I I have a sure hopB| 
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a STEADFAST HOPE, and I trust it will prove a tbium- 
. PHANT HOPE 1 " And so thej parted from the radiant old 
man, who looked back from the doorway, leaning on 
Philip, to shed one smile more upon all ; it was his part- 
ing benediction. .A few days afterwards he returned from 
his hedge in the fields, laid down to sleep, and awoke no 
more. That bright smile and those joyous tones were 
gone from the roadside and the field, lost to the traveller 
and the friend ; but of his death it might be truly said, 
" Lord, if he sleep he shall do welL" 

It was not alone the village poor whom the farm wel- 
comed as its guests ; genius, and intellect, and high station, 
and eminent piety all found there a pleasant atmosphere. 
Occasionally a heart of lower tone would come, as com- 
panion or associate of some familiar guest, and it was not 
without its interest to observe that, while every courtesy 
was shown, the farm distinguished, and never made over 
to one unworthy of it, the freehold of its friendship ; and 
sometimes when Mabel talked of other friends who might 
be coming, Elsie would answer, " Let any come who will 
4p us the favor, if only you come at the head of them I " 
And many thoughts the farm sent to where, beneath an 
Indian sky, the eldest daughter of the eastern Hector, 
with her husband, was gone to dwell. He had turned to 
the work of educating the degenerate intellect of India's 
heathen people, that they might be aided mentally, as 
well as morally, to receive the truth that maketh free. 
There, loved by Hindoo and Mohammedan, as he had 
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been before by Christian undergraduates here, his highest 
aim was still to show them that, from generation to gener- 
ation the Lord is €k>d I Revennglj the fisurm thought of 
him, and tenderly of her; while she, beneath a foreign skji 
was welcoming each missionary step, and every Christian 
worker; able to understand how intellect and human 
genius may have its work for Gk>d— converging rays from 
every point meeting in a circle of grace and glory around 
the cross of Jesus Christ.— Remembering that St. Paul, 
who magnified his office as the Apostle of the Gentiles^ 
called in the aid of earlier truth, that their own poets 
taught them, and while obeying the divine command — 
** Tell it out among the heathen that the Lobd is 
Goo " — strengthened and confirmed that testimony unto 
them, by the yet echoing voice, of their own departed 
wisdom. 

The farm still asked, " When shall we see them home 
again?" until a brother of the absent said, ''What would 
you say if your own laborers left their work at noonday?" 
This question was a final answer, and silence sealed the 
longing hope the farm still entertained. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

i(T CANNOT think it to be right that you sliould 

X now always come down in our dullest time of year, 
when the November fogs are here, and never see your 
own country, as we may say, in its pleasant spring-time I*' 
said Stephen in an expostulating tone to Mabel. 

" I will come if I can another year, as you say, in the 
pleasant spring-time." 

" Suppose, Jhen, you set a time, if it please God to 
grant it ; for I consider when you have a settled time you 
can better tell how to conform your work to meet it. 
t should say, let it be the month of May, and so take all 
the spring-time as it follows." 

So it was settled for the month of May; and when 
Mabel left the farm, all veiled in damp November fog, 
Stephen said, " We shall look brighter for you when you 
come back in May I " And Mabel said to Elsie, " You 
will look for me in May ? " but Elsie answered, " I cannot 
look far forward. Day by day, is all I ever dare to reckon 
on or undertake with. But let your coming be when it 
will, you must be welcome, be it at midnight, or at the 
crowing of the cock, or in the morning I " 

** Day by day," was Elsie's piazim, and the secret of 
16 (361) 
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her calm untired cheer. She would say, ''He who 
knew what the mind could bear, did condescend to teach 
us that I and sure we don't ought to drag down on our- 
selves a bigger burden than He saw good to lay 1 I 
never will engage, nor even look bejond the daj, for I 
am sure His wisdom lies fieur above mine, and what He 
pleases to bring upon me He will enable me to bear, but 
how could I expect Him to undertake for what He never 
laid out fbr me to stand under ? " So Elsie would not 
speak of May, jet made her own refined allusion to 
Mabel's evening surprise of the sleeping farm, to assuret 
if assurances were needed, that the welcome of a lifetime 
would never be Tfv^nting there. Stephen had also his house • 
hold maxim ; it was, ''He hath set one thing over against 
another." When trial or difficulty arose, Stephen looked 
out for its opposite cheer, and .was sure to discover it; for 
the spiritual eye, unlike the natural, weakens not by much 
using, but strengthens continually more and more, until it 
gains power to penetrate all clouds and mists, that to a 
less exercised vision obscure the objects of faith ; or if the 
darkness impenetrably conceals them, it has its yet higher 
triumph, and enables the spirit to endure as seeing that 
which is invisible. 

The London winter passed away. April poured its 
tide of life into the great city, and Mabel thought of the 
spring-time at the farm ; but May had come and almost 
gone, and she had fixed no day for going there. To save 
her promise she would write, and ^ the last day of the 
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manth, but before her letter went, one came to her, bearing 
few words— "Our brother is, we fear, departing; the 
doctor says that twentj-four hours must see all over." 
Mabel lost no time^ but hastened down that daj, if pos- 
sible, to see her fidend. The <;ottagers came out as she 
drew near the farm, and said, ** He is living still, though 
at the worst, thej saj I " No one stood at the garden 
gate, none came stepping down the white stone steps to 
welcome her. Mabel entered the deserted kitchen, where 
the fire burned low and dim, and all was silent Then 
she heard yoices in the parlor, and Philip came and said 
thej had laid him there, that they might all be better 
able to watch around him. They feared to tell him who 
wa» come, but they had no need to fear; he had long 
ceaded to lean on any earthly friend; that lesson had 
been learned before; and Stephen's was a spirit that went 
from strength to strength, never needing that any should 
teach him again the first principles of the oracles of Gk>4. 
The meeting was peaceful, as of those who side by side 
have, ever as they met on earth, looked onward in faitlt 
and hope into the bright depths of Eternity. Stephen 
laid his hand in hers, and family said, "I am so thankful 
you are come ! now I have aUIwant; with them around, 
and you in the midst, there Qiust be a blessing I " He 
had been very ill for weeks, but it was not the habit of 
the farm to write unless immediate danger threatened, 
always hoping for better days. The night watchers took 
their place before Mabel left the room, always three in 



^ 
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number, because of the distressing nature of the illneas, 
and one of these was always Linstead, the reaper king. 
Mabel saw him stepping in without his shoes, his £eu)e so 
grave and sad as he looked upon his master — and without 
a sound seated his stalwart figure on a little stool behind 
his master's chair. For six weeks Stephen had not laid 
down ; severe pain, a sense of suffocation, and continually 
returning faintness, weakening his once most vigorous 
frame. Sometimes no rest could be obtained, except by 
lifting him off his feet in a standing posture upon their 
shoulders, where they held him until themselves exhausted, 
whUe he, unconscious of their effort, would still exclaim, 
'* O hold me up a little longer ; it is mercy, it is relief it is 
almost ease I " Yet Elsie and Philip added, " You could 
never think the place his sick-room is, unless you were 
to see. When he revives he is more cheery than in all 
his life before, and, what is more, he will haVe you be 
cheerful also. Not but what the tears do come, but he 
will make the smile to follow quicker than could be 
thought upon them. His heavy burdens seem so light- 
some-like to him I " 

" Will you let them call you, if I should depart before 
the morning ? I should wish to see you stand beside me, 
if it might be, then." ^ 

Mabel answered, " Yes ; let them call me any hour, and 
I will come." 

All believed that death stood at the threshold, and any 
moment might enter in. Already its shadow seemed to 
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have fallen on the changed countenance, and suffering 
and disease contended fiercely with the mortal life. The 
doctor left the next day, saying, that half an hour, he 
thought, must be the limit of existence here. He esti 
mated the strength of disease, but not the strength of that 
manly frame. Naturally vigorous and healthy, a life in 
fields and woods, and, above all, those early mornings, 
when, at the breaking of the day, Stephen arose and went 
abroad with all the freshness of nature round him, to drink 
the living waters of eternal truth — ^those early mornings 
had so invigorated every natural frmction, that now dis- 
ease had come, it seemed almost in vain that it battered 
and besieged the castle of his earthly life. Yet the doctor 
still said he must die, and that it would be in a moment 
when it came. All believed it ; Stephen longed for it, 
and smiled at death, while all around him wept. It was 
under this constant strain of expectation of the final issue, 
that all had been watching for weeks and were watching 
still. Yet painful as it was to witness sufferings beyond 
the power of earthly aid to alleviate, never could the 
chamber of sickness have been more cheered. No need for 
Margery's western window to illuminate that little parlor 
with the radiance of the setting sun, when light from 
Heaven was pouring down jts bright effulgence there I 
A retentive memory enabled Mabel to write down Ste- 
phen's words, at eventime, when she had left him for the 
night, without any change of expression ; and it cannot be 
without its interest and its profit to follow this veteran 
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■oldier of the Crotn^ through the days when in each peae- 
ing moment heart and flesh were failing him, and Qod 
alone the realized strength of his sool and his portion for 
eyer. 

On the morning after her arriyal, as Mabel looked at 
his changed and suffering countenance, he marked her 
saddened face, and smiling said, " W^ bnt we don't want 
to take a care on her minds^ do we, if He cares for ns? 
Yet that was a tme word which jon once told me, that I 
should find a passive life harder than an active one; 
harder to suffer, than to go and do I But He says, M7 
grace is sufficient for thee ; mj strength is made perfect 
in weakness." After another most suffering struggle, in* 
stead of faith being weakened bj it, it only triumphed 
higher, as with a smile of tender soothing on all who 
watched his meek endurance, he said, ** Well, I suppose 
we must all go on our way rejoicing, like the Eunuch ; 
for by what I can feel it will not be long before a change 
will come, and then to seek that open door and hear that 
trumpet call to Heaven I " 

'' What is the time? '' he asked, when better ; then called 
his orphan niece to him, who with Elsie, her aunt, was 
still his constant nurse, and said to Mabel, ''When my 
illness came first upon me I said to her, ' Now, chOd, you 
shall be my minister, and mind you do what I tell you 
in all respects. Every morning and evening you shall 
read to me the Confession, some of the prayers, and the 
Psalms ; in times past they have done me the greatest 
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good I " I was often so distracted with suffering, that I 
was ready to say to every one, * Qo out of my presence.' 
'Now, child, lock the door; I don't care who tnay be 
there, no one shall come in.' Well, then I had those 
prayers, and those Psalms, and then I seemed like a new 
creature. * Come in ; I can see any of you now I ' That 
will show what pitAYEB can do I I do say nothing can 
come nearer to the spirit of the Scriptures than those 
Church prayers ; and for their brevity and comprehen- 
siveness what can be like them I What is wanted is that 
we should go into the spirit of them more ourselves, and 
carry them out in our life, and set the spirit (not the mere 
words of them) before others I " 

In the evening Philip, sitting beside him, told him of 
one of the transactions of the day, in which he had been 
obliged to meet " the wrongful doings of man." Stephen 
listened, and when he had heard all, he said feebly but 
firmly, as one counselling not only for the present moment^ 
but for the future, '' Don't be in a hurry to act against 
such men, nor even to speak I No, wait^ and leave them 
in the Hand of God. I have watched the course of many 
such unprincipled men, and then have had to say, what 
hath God wrought I " Then after silence, in which the 
shadows of sad memories seemed to cross his countenance, 
he said, '' I and my family have been much spoken against^ 
I know ! but they said of my blessed Saviour, ' He hath a 
devil, and is mad,' and they cannot say worse than tiiat 
of me." And ever as he named his Saviour, he seemed 
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to ran into that high tower — the Name of the Lord, and 
feel safe, and with that heavenly safety the shadows 
passed awaj, and he added, '* Has not Gk>d said that He 
will make all His servants' bed in their sickness ? And so, 
though all through mj life there has been so much to dis- 
turb and try, now, by Qod's great mercy, there seems not 
anything I " It was most affecting to hear this utterance 
of 'nothing to try him,' notwithstanding the extremity of 
his illness and distress. It did but testify to the blessed 
fact, that 

"Jesus can make a djing-bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are, 
While on His breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there.** 

The retrospects of life uttered by him, responsively to 
some passing word or circumstance, were beautiful ; and 
heard as they were in presence of his suffering and un- 
rest, they often filled the listeners' eyes with tears. 

" I took those opening verses of the twenty-sixth chap- 
ter of Isaiah in my youth ; I took my stand by them. 
* There,' I said, * is my part laid out — " to keep the truth " 
—and that other is Gk>d's part ! " Thou wilt keep him in 
perfect peace whose mind is stayed on Thee ; " God wOl 
do that I ' So I settled myself there ; and I had afflictions 
and trials, but I went through them, as you may say, by 
that word!" " 

His affections lingered in fond memories on his young 
brother, Edward. He would say, '' Read me my young 
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brother's psalm " — Hie twenty-fifth ; and then in thankful 
cahn recall the days, when, before he hastened to the 
claims of business, he always sat down beside the dying 
boy, and read that favourite psalm to him. 

After a long conflict with the difficulty of breathing, 
when he could speak again, he said, ^ There was a 
thought that came to comfort me in that long struggle. 
When I was in my health and strength, there was an old 
man on the farm, who had worked on until his breath 
distressed him greatly, but still he would work on, and 
not give in to parish pay. So one day, when he came for 
orders, I said, ^ Legget, you shall work no more I' 

" * What, sir, will you force me on the parish f 

^' ' No, you shall not work again, but neither shall you 
go upon the parish !' So there was soon a settling of 
that : and now, when I was labouring so for breath, I 
thought of that old man, and how hard it would lie on 
my thoughts, if I had let him labour on P 

Two little orphan children came from a distance to see 
Mabel — their mother had been trained in the school upon 
the Eastern hill, and her children were brought by their 
grandmother, to see their mother's friend. Knowing 
Stephen's love for children, and that he had now an 
interval of partial rest, she led them in, and set them at 
his knee, as he sat in his arm-chair, in whieh he was 
never able to lean back, unsupported— except at times by 
a friendly arm. It was many weeks since Stephen had 
seen the face of a child — -the sight so fisimiliiu*, laid always 

16* 
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dear to bim in all hk 1>ii87 lifs. He often said, irHh a 
glad look npon bk harvest fields, ''All thk was planted 
1>7 the hands of little children ; and I shall always saj 
there is no planting, for the wheat^elds, to eqnal theira. 
Those little labourers in onr fields, I often reckon to be 
our best r' When Stephen saw the little stranger chil- 
dren at hk knee, he smiled most tend^ly upon them, atid 
said, ** What, can you say to me some text from the Holy 
Bible r The children lisped the twenty-third psalm to 
him, aind most beautiful the picture would have beeUi 
could an artkt's eye have caught it, of Stephen's drooping 
frame, his aged and suffering — ^yet beaming countenance^ 
as it looked so tenderly upon the little orphans at hk 
knee, who, with blue eyes upliftied, with their rosy lips 
repeated the words that were earth's sweetest music unto 
iiim. Mabel, seeing that it pleased him well, fetched in 
her gifts for them — a shepherd's coat for the little boy, 
and for the little girl a frock ; the children were very 
young, and both delighted with their presents : but 
Stephen was not so well satisfied; he weighed the rd- 
iative value of the little winter coat, and the small-print 
frock ; and when the children were gone out with Mabel, 
he said to Elsie, who, through their visit, stooped on one 
knee beside hk chair, ''What, Elsie, can you not find up 
something more for the little girl? I never saw Miss 
Mabel do the thing so uneven before I She seems to me 
not to have thought enough of that poor little girl : do 
go and bring her portion up to her little brother's. Sure 



you can find something f It is niote, tiban I can jitandy to 
see her come off 80 short 1" 

When his justice was satisfied, he thought; on them 
with unmingled pleasure: "Poor little boy, he had a 
smile for everything ; he will not look so happy when he 
Is a man I" On through the day his musings were of 
children, and when he spoke aloud it was still of chil- 
dren^--of Joseph-^then of the sweet child in their own 
parish Bectory, for whom his daily prayer had been 
<^cred up since his in&nt life began ; he charged Ebie 
to send him a fayourite picture of the in&nt Samud, 
from the walls of the guest-chamber, and to say wii^ 
his parting love, that his daily prayer had been for 
tiiat dear child, that he might be like Samuel, that 
God by His Holy Spirit might early speak to him, and 
that he might answer, "Spefik, Lord, for thy seryimt 
heareth I'* " There was a person to whom I once showed 
a little book, and when he returned it, i he said, * It might 
do veiy well for children.' /For children!' I asked, 
*why, I have read in the Bible that out of the mouth of 
babes and sucklings, God has psbfsotsd praise I Be 
sure it comes purer from their lips, than from yours or 
mine I And I have read, that of such is the Kingdom of 
Heaven ; and that, except we become like little children, 
we shall never enter there. How then are we going to 
order, if we cannot learn as a little child V " 

It was the calm of Saturday evening at the farm, and 
well Stephen knew the time. He called his watchers 
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round Iiim and said, ^ Now let us pray ! we have need to 
pray for all who watch beside the sick, that their short 
sleep may be doubly blessed to them, so that they may bo 
refreshed' and able to read God's Word, and pray to- 
morrow. Even if we cannot go unto the house of God 
to-morrow, we can have a church in our own house : St. 
Paul had, so certainly we may.'' It could not but be 
most endearing to all around him, to hear the only special 
direction he gave was, that the watchers by tho sick 
might be remembered in prayer. Through all his most 
suffering illness, his spirit, by its thoughtful tenderness 
and heavenly tone, gave a constant freshness to all around 
him. One said to him, '* Yours must, I think, be the 
most cheerful sick room ever seen I" ^ That is what I 
wish," he replied, " and not only what I wish, but what 
I intend it should be : no one but the patient can ever 
make the sick room cheerful I When I found what an 
affliction was coming upon me, I thought to myself 
*Now here will be a long sorrow for them all,' (not 
sorrow one way, for they have made the waiting upon 
me only a pleasure,) but I thought to myself *Now I 
must do what I can, that it may not be too trying for 
them. I must try and make it so that they shall feel, 
each one, the wish to be with me;' and so I think it 
has been I" 

Both were touching and beautiftil — ^the unmurmuring 
patience with which he bore the exceeding distress of his 
bodily affliction, and the playfulness with whid^ in every 
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interval of relief he brightened for others the oppression 
of the chamber of suffering. Elsie knelt for hours beside 
him day and night, and he would still win a smile amidst 
her falling tears. Once, with deepest tenderness, he said, 
^ You will not have to weep so many tears, when this is 
over, as you do now ! But our Lord has said He docs 
take notice of His servants' tears — they are not lost I 
And that is a blessed word of His for His dear servants 
to think upon, 'Inasmuch as ye have done it unto ono 
of the least of these, my brethren, ye have done it unto 
Ms.' Yon: see, He says, all these folks that you think you 
have been doing all these things for, it's not them, it's 
Mb ye have done it nnto I" 

To Mabel he said, ^It is a most singular thing that 
all my illness I have had a most distressing nervous 
feeling, so strong that I hardly knew how to bear it ; as 
if there were always another person ill in this same room, 
and all done for me I -had to do for this person. I had 
them carry me out ; but still I could not get away from 
this person. But now, to^lay, Matthew has shown me 
how it is ; he tells me, what is true enough, that all my 
life long I have had more concern and more to think of 
for other people than myself; so that in my illness I have 
thought there was another for me to see after! Ever 
since I was a boy, as you may say, I went in and out 
and had no teacher. But the Lord was my Teacher, and 
there are two texts of Scripture that have been food to 
me all my life long, 'Inasmuch as ye have done it nnto 
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one of the least of these, my brethren, ye haye done it 
nnto Ms ;' and 'Pure religion and undefiled, before God 
and the Father, is this, to risit the fittherless and widows 
in their affiction, and to l»ep himself unspotted from 
the world.' »» 

^Now, let ns prajT — this he would irften say, as 
though it were his very life. ** Tou see, I have nothing 
to disturb me ; all goes on without me just as well as 
when I was about. And do you consider that I am to sit 
here eating a little food, and taking a little physic, and 
then a little more food, and then creep into a comer like 
a snail for the night, as if that were all I No : I want 
prayer ! I want to pray ! Now, put me on my knees, 
and let us pray!" 

^ Do not fear ; I wish to show that, as long as it is 
possible, I approach my God in the humblest manner ; 
and what if Death does come, you will not be alarmed. 
The ending of all my prayers has always been, ' Be with 
me this day, and in the day of my death,' and having 
prayed that once, yes, three or four times, every day, I 
KNOW it will be answered I** Every attempt to dissuade 
him from kneeling fitiled. He who from his youth had 
knelt so reverently in the sanctuary of his God, he who 
evening after evening knelt in the lonely pit for prayer, 
he who had kneeled so often by the bedside of the dying, 
could not yield that posture of adoration. '^What if 
death should come f I am not afraid of death I Don't I 
know that I must meet my God some way, and I would 



ratber meet him on my knees than any other wayl" 
Sometimes his head drooped on Elsie's, yet still he faintly 
mnrmored the petitions loved so long, and which had 
moulded all his life into the likeness of his Lord. Some- 
times he could not in exhaustion kneel, and his weary 
eyes would close in restless sleep while all around him 
prayed. On recollection coming back, he would say 
afterwards, ^ Oh, I am so vexed ; nature seemed gone and 
I was forced to go I but you must not allow it at such 
times ; I tell you you must not !" 

*'But," one asked, ^ don't you know it is written in 
the Bible, ' God giveth His beloved sleep.' Now, if God 
gives you a little sleep sometimes, to rest and soothe you 
iQ your weakness, are we to say you shall not have it, and 
keep it from you ?" He turned his face directly with 
that joyous look, that through life always kindled upon it 
when he was answered or refuted from the Divine word, 
and said, ^ No ; you are right, quite right ; that Word 
must be the beginning and finish of every thing." 

Then came a long, agonizing struggle, but life lingered 
still, and the tide of suffering ebbed again from tlie 
exhausted frame. He smiled as he looked back from the 
shore he had so nearly won, and said, '^ Well, there will 
come a time when the spirit will get the better and leave 
the poor body behind it, and a voice will be heard, say- 
ing, ' Arise, and depart, for this is not your rest' No^ 
this NsvxR has been my rest, bxoauss it is polluted l" 
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''If we coald bat sapport your head a little in any 
wayr 

*^ Yes ; bat yoa see yoa cannot, so that mast be borne. 
Ah ! at the beginning of my affiction I said I know it is 
all ordered in love. Yes ; bat do I feel the same now, 
that it has come twice as heavy as I ever expected it f 
Do my actions show that I feel it to be so f Words are 
very little indeed ; what do the actions prove, that is the 
point ? Have I that resignation, that patience, that 
shows that I do still believe it to be in love f '^ 



CHAPTER XXX. 

TUNE, the loveliest month at the farm, had brightened 
if upon it ; the season was one of more than nsual per- 
fection ; no later frosts, or nipping winds, or blight, had 
marred the natural beaatj of the spot ; the garden and 
the fields, every bank and hedgerow, and every tree 
around the place, reminded of the most descriptive 
words ever uttered of nature's loveliness — "Solomon, in 
all his glory, was not arrayed like one of these." All the 
young life of the farm sported around it, the playful foals 
in one near field beside their mothers, a little herd of 
young calves in the green orchard in the valley beside 
the stream, and the lambs upon the nearer hills ; the 
fruit-trees laden with blossom, and the air filled with the 
song of the birds — one joyous circle of life and beauty 
all around. But what so beautiful as that white head 
within the home — bowed low in suflfering, yet pouring 
forth its song of victory ? What so beautiful as the cir- 
cle of tearful tenderest care that ever visibly surrounded 
it ? — What, save the unseen angel's presences who min- 
istered in joyful exultation. Oh I Christian faith, and 
hope, and charity, can any see you shining and not 
believe your source to be divine ? " If multitudes die 
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jo^CHi and dinppear from tiie upper air as if nkiB^ is 
a ftagnaiit pool, it m not tlia tSbct oi CSuvliaidty * 

Slqplieii lored to fed tlia odorooa bafan j air blow on 
liim ; it woold ware liii long white baii^ and eool hia 
calm decided fnnowed brow: He smilii^ said to Mabel, 
'^Yon hare come to see the pleasant wpmg at last. 
But I ihall nerer go out into it more; mj next path 
most be an Ascnronro one f Then he pansed, his smile 
had passed into a look of de^ solemnitj, and when he 
Mpoke again it was to repeat die two first Terses of his 
Sabbath psalm — 

^ As the heart panteth after the water-brooks^ so pant- 
eth my sool after Thee, O God. 

** Mj sool thirsteth for God, for the linng God ; when 
shall I come and i^pear before Qod f 

^DonH I know now a little what the poor thirsty 
animal feels when he pants after natoral water f and if 
I have no such feeling in going to God, what can I 
expect P 

The thought of his earthly home, the home of all his 
life, seemed constantly to refresh him like a beantifblly- 
pictnred scene, to which his words were continually 
referring. 

^ God has blessed ns with fsEunily nnion. I think there 
are none that can say to the contrary of that. We haye 
had one mind and one heart, so there has been no feeling 
I am master, and yon are not ; bat each one to mention 
what we think, and then if yon don't approve it I will 
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not say it again. SacH nnion is not a common thing, I 
think?" 

''It is heavenly grace above earthly feeling," Mabel 
replied ; and then, as she sat on her childhood's crimson 
stool beside his arm-chair, she repeated* the one hundred 
and thirty-third psalm — ^''Behold, how good and how 
pleasant, for brethren to dwell together in unity." No 
response ever delighted Stephen like a seal to his own 
words from the Bible ; his countenance brightened as he 
listened, and when the last clause came, ''for there the 
Lord commanded the blessing — ^life for evermore," he 
said, with all the emphasis he could command, " Well, it 
could not go farther than that." 

Their strong natural sympathies, and unselfish feeling, 
made all Margery's children most skilful as nurses. Few 
could equal Elsie in tenderest devotion to the sick, and 
Philip and Matthew stood beside her in' this. Never once 
was a noise made by any inadvertence, though every wind 
of heaven had always entered the home at will, and now 
waited, as usual, to lay a boisterous hand upon doors 
whose wont it was to stand always open. You scarcely 
heard a footfiall, though the parlor boards were uncar- 
peted. And the watchers through the night, always 
three in number, denied themselves sleep in his room^ 
" Lest," as Matthew said, " it should trouble him to see us 
get that so easy, which no help of man can bring him." 
And in Stephen there was none of that imconscious 
receiving, that dins the glow of self-devotion. The smile 
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tliat lit his eye, the tones of hlessing that faintly feU, and 
the instant cheer when a little respite came, these kept 
that long and most anosaally arduous nursing, bright, 
tender, and strong. The outward sternness of aspect and 
tone tha>t was, at times, natural to his character, never 
showed itself in his illness. He was not now contending 
with the world, or with what he felt to be contrary to the 
thing that was right ; he had around him only the truth 
and piety that blessed his home, and he was as one who 
laid aside his armour, meekly to endure, and tenderly to 
respond. ^ He is like nothing but a lamb !" said Elsie, 
as she wept apart ; and* as Mabel stood near, unseen, she 
heard him say to his family, ^ I may express a wish, but 
you must know whether it is to be attended to or not. 
That must be left to you now ; I consider you must now 
know best. I think my knowledge but as one shade to 
three compared to yourV Then adding with his ques- 
tioning smile, '' I don't know that I can lie lower than 
thatr 

Exhaustion, and the difficulty of taking food, were alike 
painful. Elsie had pressed him to try more than his 
usual spoonfuls, and the agonizing distress came on. 
When it had passed, Mabel went in, and instead of find- 
ing him cast down, he said to her, '^ I have been overdone 
with loving-kindness ! Since you were here, Elsie 
thought she had a little dinner all for me ; done very 
nice, and that was very nice ; and I was to eat it, and 
get the advantage of you all, having my dinner first I 
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But that would not do : no, 'tis no use ; only may God 
do wliateyer pleaseth Him, I know it will be all in love I 
Only may He give me grace to submit to His will in all 
things." 

Finding them linger around him, after his revival from 
80 terrible a struggle, he added, '^ Now go and take your 
dinner, and God bless your food to your soul's health, for 
Jesus Christ's sake !" Seeing unwilling faces, he put his 
finger, with his look of plajrful decision, upon the hand- 
bell beside him, '^ What ! do you think that staying here 
you can be nearer to me than that bell-handle ?" 

Such words as these, which constantly fell from him, 
may appear, when recorded, light as the spray of the 
fountain, but yet they kept verdant the circle around him, 
as that spray does the grass — however scorching the 
summer. And they sparkled as the drops in which the 
light is seen shining, testifying no less truly to the depth 
and purity of his piety, than did the ^ greater things " of 
his more active life. And those who can look back on 
times of personal suffering, are happy if they have learned 
to endure with like patience and love. It is not so easy a 
task, as that any need think it unworthy attention. And 
it is a Christianity that conforms to the image of Him 
who, through His last conflict with the sufferings of na- 
ture, still watched over the comforts of those who at- 
tended Him, Stephen had disciplined his spirit by the 
divine precepts of his God, and also by his filial reverence, 
in years when the impetuous fire of youth was kindling 
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his native enei^. And now, when mortal diaeaaes car- 
ried on 90 fierce and long a conflict with his mortal lifci 
he disciplined his spirit to wbmit itself not in patience 
merely, bat in love, and so to rise a conqueror still, 
through Him that loved him. 

Yet he had his times of depression — not times of 
doubt, for never one unbelieving thought seemed to pass 
between his spirit and his God ; but times in which his 
whole soul was humbled in repentance and confession. 
They had all been sitting silent, while he they watched 
appeared absorbed in thought and prayer, yet with an 
unwonted sadness on his hce^ Weariness was alone 
sufiScient to account for his aspect — unable even to 
lean back in his chair night or day, unable even to bear 
the slight relief of a cushion under his feet — any change 
from the one erect posture giving increase of distress. 
Slowly and fiedntly, with laboured respiration, he at length 
said, ^ You see I have so STBBKaTH, but He has said His 
everlasting arms shall be my strength ; He says they are 
underneath me, and they shall bear and carry me, and 
what can I want more f Ah ! but He tells us in Isaiahi 
that we won't take hold of His strength ; and we know 
very well what His strength is — it is the Lord Jesua 
Christ Himself I and He says, let him take hold of my 
strength I but He says we won't I there is none, He bbji^ 
that stirreth up himself to take hold I I know my own 
want of faith !" He had tried to rise, as he was wont to 
do^ in the current of Divine truth, but his exhausted body 
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weighed down his aspiring spirit, and bursting into tears 
he said — ^thinking of his early struggles after a righteous- 
ness of his own, ^ that I could write my past sin and 
folly out so plain that he that runs might read it I I 
speak of myself, but we must each one apply it. Ood 
speaks to all of us, yes all ; He says, there is none that 
stirreth up himself to take hold of Ms I and He must 
know! And what then shall we do when we have to 
pass over the swellings of Jordan f do we think we can 
pass oyer them alone 1 Ab, but we cannot I Blessed be 
my Saviour, He has made all my sins to stand up on a 
heap by the side, so that I have nothiog to do but to 
walk over; He is with me, and His rod and His staff 
they comfort me I" 

Then pondering, he added, ^ I hope yon won't think 
that because I speak from the Scripture that therefore I 
feel my knowledge of it to be great No, I feel that 
knowledge to be nothing, but as a drop to the ocean !" 

^I should have been glad to speak once more to the 
poor men, but I cannot. He who taught me is willing to 
teach them. I send them to Him I" then addiog with a 
smile, ^ and I know He never turned a bad scholar out 
of His school P 

Stephen's tears were always an affecting sight, because 
of his naturally firm and intrepid character. They had 
often flowed unseen by man, but now, when never left, 
others beheld him weep. Elsie, thinking it exhaustion, 
would bring him some smallest quantity of liquid, such as 
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miglit be possible for him to take, bat tboagh at other 
times he tried to take all that was offered, he would never 
receive anything to stay his tears ; he seemed to consider 
ihem the tribate of his heart to God. ^No; it is not 
wine I want. My strength is not rivetted by this world's 
things ! God says, ' My strength shall be made perfect 
in weakness I' Wait awhile, and He will revive me I" 
** What, did our Saviour never weep f and may not I V^ 
Then after a while he said, '^ Well, perhaps there never 
was one entered Heaven without getting a slip as he went 
in, that he might be like the poor Publican, and only say, 
* God be merciful to me a sinner I' I know that I have no 
good, nothing but sin I*' After this confession so earnestly 
made, the same bright calm gradually encircled him again* 

Ho had walked through life in such constant commun- 
ion with the Word of his God, that he never seemed to 
have need of other counsellors. Whatever state he was in 
you had but to leave him a little time, sitting silent beside 
him, and the deep well-springs of comfort were sure to 
spring up within his own soul. Beautiful these uttered 
musings were, when after being cast down he reasoned 
aloud with himself, **But is not that fountain open to 
cleanse from all sin ? And is there not my Saviour's 
righteousness — ^the righteousness of Christ for me t And 
is there not that Holy Spirit to sanctify f" 

'* Is it not written as plain as possible, * Our God is a 
consuming fire ?" I not only cannot go to Him in myself 
I cannot so much as look to Him, only in and through my 
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Saviour ; washed in His bloody clothed in His righteous- 
ness, and sanctified by His Spirit. Ob, that He may 
sprinkle me with His atoning blood ! I do not find that 
faith in me that I want. I consider one of the greatest 
instances of faith to be that poor Syro-phoenician woman, 
to think how all things went against her, and that even 
the Blessed Saviour should check her ! Yes ; but it was 
He who gave her that strong faith ; and He did it for our 
sakes who come after her ; and then to hear Him turn 
and say, *0 woman, great is thy faith !'" 

^ Looking unto Jesus ! Sure that is no hard require- 
ment; it is a thing simple and easy to be understood. 
He will take me in His arms, and carry me unto the 
Father. None but he could do it ; for He says, * No man 
cometh unto the Father but by Me.' " 

His weakness increasing, PhHip said, ^' I will not give in 
but what something might be done;" and fetching his 
carpenter's saw, he sawed off the lower legs of the small 
bed, at which the sufferer had only looked for so many 
weeks, sometimes with a silent weary longing that was 
more touching than uttered words. He had never 
breathed the wish that he could feel its refreshment. 
His mother's principle was his even in this extremity, 
"When you cannot speak good of God's dealings, hold 
your peace until you can." Once, worn with fatigue and 
his continual cough, he gently said, " Oh, if I could but 
get rid of this cough!" but then added, with his patient 
smile, "I suppose if any of us were suffering, we should 

17 
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like to have it our own way I I want to feel so that I 
may say, Thy will be done as in heaven so on earth." So 
deep and nniversal were the lessons his simple language 
breathed. 

The bedstead was now made a slope, on which Philip 
thought it possible that suffering frame might find rest 
They lifted him in their arms, wrapped in his militia 
cloak, and laid him down* Each aching muscle sank into 
repose ; he closed his eyes, and looked as if sleep or death 
would instantly enfold him in its rest. The scene was 
striking and strange ; the inclined plane on which he lay, 
raised like a bank, his long white hair above his soldier's 
cloak, with the face of death more strongly marked than 
Mabel — so familiar with its aspect — ^had ever seen it be- 
fore; the anxious manly forms that stood around, with 
Elsie's face, who, as she wi^d her tears, cast on him looks 
of such devoted love I and nature's landscape througb the 
open window ; nothing looked like the chamber of sick- 
ness, rather did he seem 

" like a warrior taking his rest, 
With his martial cloak around him." 

All were silently rejoicing in realized success, but in a few 
minutes incessant cough came on, and he had again to be 
raised and seated in his chair. Mabel uttered a lamenta- 
tion, hers the only voice that spoke, but he at intervals, as 
the cough allowed him, gently answered, " So many 
things meet together in my illness, that I cannot get rest. 



ENGLAND'S TEOMBNI FBOM LIFE. 387 

Bnt then if it had not been so it miglit have held me all 
the longer, but by these all meeting together so at once, 
it may be that it is to make the shorter work for me ; so 
I suppose I must still say of Him that ordered it for me, 
*He hath done all things well I'" and he raised his in- 
quiring smile, unable to look up for more than a moment, 
for Mabel to echo his trust. He waited a little while in 
silence, then, with the smile of God's peace upon his lips, 
he said, "Well, I suppose that sleep will never come again, 
so I must work on by degrees, and wait until I am psgr- 
fected in Zion!" Mabel had laid his Bible on her lap, 
and seeing him looking towards it, she said, " You know 
what this Book is?" On which he smiling answered, 
" That is the master of all books !" And then expecting 
her to read, and as if wishing to say something by way of 
comfort to his brothers, who had seen their effort fail to 
give him rest, he said, " Philip and Matthew are always 
happy when they think I am well attended to, in the 
Scriptures and prayer, even though they be away; and 
when they think I am not well attended to in that way, 
they are not happy I" So gently did he bring their sad 
thoughts back to the blessed fact, that " Man liveth not by 
bread (or rest) alone, but by every word that proceedeth 
out of the mouth of the Lord, doth man truly live." 

" I want you to read to me and talk to me ; and though 
I don't take any notice, don't you think that I do not 
hear, because I do, and understand it too. God has prom- 
ised to give me the hearing ear, and the understanding 
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heart, and I think he has in some measure done that for 
me.** 

" You are a little better now ?" 

^ Yes ; you see you have been all taking care of me, 
and reading to me, and that quieted nxe. Surely no one 
can be so well off as I am T' 

. ^^ How great must tbe fulfilment of that promise have 
been, * My God shall supply all your need,' which could 
enable one under such circumstances, with all truth of 
feeling, to cheer those around him by saying, ^ Surely no 
one can be so well off as I am I'" 

<< There is one thing I am Afraid of, and I don^t know 
how to come at the knowledge of it, whether I may not at 
times have had a complaining, murmuring spirit ? It was 
not my wish, but Satan is busy with his devices." 

^'It seems to me as if I could not hold long; but I don't 
know, and I don't want to know. Oh, I think it a great 
mercy that the Lord has taken from mo all belf-know- 
LEDGE. I have none, no more than a little child, and I 
don't want, for into Thy Hand I have commended my 
spirit, Lord, Thou God of Truth I And I hope my 
blessed Saviour will make ^intercession for me, and say, 
* Deliver him from going down to the pit, I have found a 
ransom.' He has promised that He will, and hath He 
said, and shall He not do it ? hath He spoken, and shall 
He not bring it to pass ? so that how can I fear what any 
may say against me, when He says I have found a 
ransom I " 
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^ 5nt you need not be troubled when you think I am 
dying. There will be nothing to be seen then (alluding 
to the great distress of hi^ present attacks). I shall only 
fall asleep like a' little child — ^nothing harder than that — 
somewhere, where you lay me down, nothing more than 
that!" 

This prophetic word was not at this time to be fulfilled. 
A great apparent aggravation of illness came on, in an- 
other form of disease, but though temporal hope was dead^ 
life was not, and the very aggravation proved a step to 
partial restoration. Stephen revived; again laid down 
and slept, and his sleep was sweet to him ; again joined 
the social circle ; again visited the sick and dying — ^who 
blessed his footstep as they heard it fall upon their thresh- 
old stone. His glory and joy was to be yet fuller and 
deeper, at the appearing of our Lord Jesus Christ* Then 
suddenly a gentle stupor came over him, they carried him 
to the favourite great chamber, laid him in that place of 
blessed memories, watched beside him day and night He 
could not speak, and Elsie said that ^' it was well he could 
not, for his good words would have made it more than 
they could have stood up u^der!" He lay in utterable 
prayer, calm, peaceful, and adoring. Then from the spot 
on which, fifty years before, he had wrestled with God for 
a blessing for his young dying brother, wrestled and pre- 
vailed, and won also a personal, a household, an eternal 
blessing — ^from that very spot in the earliest morning of 
December Slst, 1860, like a child in its slumber, his spirit 
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passed to etenal rest Faith liad made liim s threefold 
coDqneror ; over the world, over himself, and over death. 
Thanks be to God which giveth ns the tiotort through 
onr Lord Jesus Chbist I So beantifiil he looked in death, 
"^as if cormption were alreadj passed !" He had chosen 
his own place of rest beyond the chancel window, for the 
long line of household graves beside his parents' had all 
been filled from his own home. Ten of his labourers bore 
him np that green hill side ; and many mourners followed 
him — ^for whom unnumbered tears still falL The chancel 
window rose in full view from the maternal home ; and 
only the churchyard hedge divided his grassy bed from 
the garden of the clfurch farm. ^ I never step in or out," 
his sister said, ^ but I turn a look upon it !** There amidst 
the home of all his life, and the sleeping forms of maqy 
led by him to a Saviour's feet, he sleeps in joyful hope of 
the resurrection of the just. 
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